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THE SHAKESPEARE WATER-CURE. 



Characters. 



HAMLET. 

MACBETH. 

ROMEO. 

SHYLOCK. 

OTHELLO. 



OPHELIA. 
LADY MACBETH, 
JULIET. 
PORTIA. 
GHOST. 



Properties. 

Act I. — Chair, large pocketbook, and bundle of old clothes for Shylock. 

Act II.— Table and tea-things. Chairs. Book and bottle of camphor 
for Juliet. Three caskets, one of them containing a miniature, for Portia. 
Spoon and box of pills for Ophelia. Scroll (Caesar's will) for Romeo. 
Banjo and handkerchief for Shylock. Skull and bones, large black-bor- 
dered letter, large bonnet-pin. small flask and bonnet, for Hamlet. 

Act III.^Table arranged for dinner. Dishes, containing each a small 
fish, chicken, spare-ribs, and baked beans. Chairs. Sofa-pillow. Tele- 
phone, constructed of cords and empty tomato-cans. Huge role of manu- 
script for Shylock. Banjo for Othello. 

Stage Directions, 

R. means first entrance right and right. L., first entrance left and left. 
S.E.R., second entrance right. S.K.L., second entrance left. T.E.K., 
third entrance right. T.E.L., thirl entrance left. F.E.R., fourth entrance 
right. F.E L., fourth entrance left. U.E.R., upper entrance right. 
U.E.L., upper entrance left. R.F., right flat. L.F., left flat. R.C., 
right of centre, L.C., left of centre. C , centre. CD., centre doors. 
C.R., centre towards right. C.L , centre towards left Observing, you 
are supposed to face the audience. 
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SUGGESTIONS FOR COSTUMES. 

LADY MACBETH. 

t Black velvet ^wn ; immense head-dress of black ostrich feathers and 
' flowing black lace ; leather belt, hung with knives, pistols, and steels. 

V 

I , 

OPI^ELIA. 

^ Long robe of soft white material, trimmed with flowers, and long grasses; 
flowing hair, and wreath of flowers. 

^ PORTIA. 

Student's full black gown and square cap. Carries green baize bag for law- 
^ papers. 

-V JULIET. 

Long, tight-fitting, light-colored robe, over white satin petticoat, embroi- 
^ dered with silver and pearls ; thin white veil, spangled with gold and 
silver, thrown over head and shoulders. 

MACBETH. 

Dark red hose, plaid kilt,^ dark red jacket with plaid scarf over shoulder, 
small red cap with stiff feathers at side. Wears large sword. 

HAMLET. 

Black velvet doublet and trunks, black hose, short cloak and black velvet 
cap. Carries skulL 

SHYLOCK. 
Long flowered dressii^-gown, long gray hair, black skull-cap. 

ROMEO. 

w. 

Purple velvet doublet, trunks and hat, lilac hose and jeweled belt, blonde 
wig. 

OTHELLO. 

'- Full Turkish white trousers, red jacket, waiter's apron, a great deal of 
cheap jewelry, and a colored turban. Blackens hb face and hands. 

In Third Act men all appear in their trunks and hose and modem dress- 
^ coats. Shylock wea^ faded calla^lily in his buttonhole. Portia wears 
' white yeil thrown over her student's cap. 
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SUGGESTIONS FOR THE PROGRAMME. 



We y0ur humble patience Pray^ gently to hear^ kindly to Judge our play. 



ft 



THE ARGUMENT. 

C CAYTNG at a water-cure establishment are; Hamlet, for his health, with his wife 
Ophelia * Macbeth and Lady Macbeth, for economical reasons, in need of the nccdfiil ; 
Mr '. Bassanio, enjoying a legal vacation. The Montagues having been disowned Ly 
bot 1 their houses, Mr. R. M. has taken to the slage, and is here with his traveling com- 
pac ^ and his wife. Shylock, wishing to possess Portia's gold, bribes Lady Macbeth lo 
inc) e her husband to the murder cf Cassanio, so that Shylock may marry the tair heiFc5«s 
All f which is accomplished, and a wedding dinner, under the superintendence of Othello,- 
is gi 'en by the patients to the happy bride and bridegroom. 
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Admit me Chorus to tliis History,^ 



PROGRAMME. 

PATIENTS 

AT PSBSSMT UNDBR TKBATMBMT AT THIS CXI^BRATBO HYDROPATHY 

PORTIA 
** WJuf o/ legal knowledge has obtained such a grip^ is by 

SHYLOCK 
taken into partnership." 

LADY MACBETH 
^^ Here^s employment for tliee.^* 

MACBETH 
• * IVhat is to dor The deed withaut a nar" " 



JULIET 
^Romuo^ be but sworn my love^ and fll no longer be a CmpmietJ* 

ROMEO 

'* / take thee at thy wordy* and he did, 

OPHELIA 
*' A little more than kin^ and 

HAMLET 

less than kind.'* 

• 

OTHELLO 
Hereafter haunted by Desdy's-mother. 

SSeNE.'-Acr I., The Hallway. Act II., The Parlor. Act III., The Banquet Hall.s 

" ' Ti's true thnt a good piav needs no epilogues.'* 
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ACT I. 
Scene — TAe hall. Chair, u 
Lady Macbeth discovered standings K. 



Lady M. Here have we boarded now these six long months — ever since that 

' doleful day when we fled Scotland in such haste. Things were not exactly 
pleasant there when we came away. There had been a slight straggle for 

^ the crown, which had ended rather unfortunately for King Duncin and hci 
family, who happened to be staying in our own caslle at the time. But, all's 
fair in love and war," and I never could see why the nobility and gentry 

"* chose to make it so unpleasant for us afterwards. Banquo in particular gave 
us a good deal of trouble, and I believe it took some time before he was 

' finally settled. The whole thing did not amount to much, and never both- 
ered ine in the least ; but it worried Macbeih considerably; for he was yet 

^ but young in deed, and needed seasoning. In fact, all this rather unhinged 
Macbeth^ mind, and utterly ruined his digestion ; he got into the way of 
seeing ghosts whenever we gave a dinner-party, and so he gradually took to 

' drink, and has never been the same man since. £ach day sees him more of 
a prey to whims and whiskey. So long as that' unfortunate prejudice against 

, lis prevails in our native country I suppose we shall be obliged to stay in 
this wretched establishment, whose owner dubs it by courtesy a Water- 
Cure. Only this morning the wretch waylaid me with a bill, the which I 

' cannot pay, for ducats are not ready in my purse ; my last went to that fool 
Bassanio when he staked his all at poker weeks ago. Unless we raise the 

r money by this coming eve the landlord swears that we must go. Oh ! lordly 
family of great Macbeth, why should we sink to such a level of dis|^rac« ihat 

^ common people glory in thy fall ? 



Enter Shvlock, 



I'. 



Ha ! here comes the usurer ! Perhaps from him I may gain help. 

Shylock. (holding up old clothes) Old clo*es, old hats, here yoa are, very 
ctifiap ! Old hats for new ones ! old clo'es for new ones I 

Sings. Air, " Little Buttercup.^ 

Buy of your Shylock, 
Dear little Shy lock- 
Strangers should never 
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Lady M. {interrupting) ShyAock. J Good Shylock, thou hast come in 
time ! 

Shy. Sayest thou so? Would'st have a hat? Or, see this beauteous 
coat ! *Twas made to fit a king. It once belonged to Duncan, an outrage- 
ous dunce, who met his death in Scotland, 

Lady M. {in angtr) Remove the cloak ! I wish it not Lend car, O 
Jew ! I need bright gold to aid me in a new distress. My landlord sues, 
yet not a sou can I him give. I want three thousand ducats for three 
months. 

Shy. {aside) The very sum I lost by curst Antonio ! {to Lady M.) And 
what return dost offer me for this amount ? 

Lady M. Macbeth, my lord — ^he shall be bound. 

Shy. Nay, I have better plans on foot. Knowest thou Bassanio ? 

Lady M. Ay, marry do I — far too well. He plays a clever hand at 

cards. 

Shy. Out on the. Island he now serves a term for monopolizing private 
gutters. He hath a tender heart, and ribs that will not stop a tickUng knife 
directed inward ; — dost catch ? 

Lady M. Hardly ! 

Shy. What, hardly? 

Lady M. Well — with considerable difficulty. 

Shy. List ! Take thou assistants — ^let them row thee out to where Bas-. 
sanio doth still reside. Then, when 'tis dark, do away with him ! 

Lady M. What — murder ! {counting the clock* s strokes) One I— two ! 

Shy. No, only one. 

Lady M. Why dost thou wish this wretch to die ? 

Shy. Because, forsooth, I much desire just Portia to be my wedded wife 
Then he haCa disgraced me and hindered me of half a million ; laughed at 
my losses, mocked at my gains ; and what's his reason ? I am a Jew. -Hath 
not a Jew eyes ? Hath not a Jew hands, affections, passions ? Is he not 
warmed and cooled by the same summer and winter as a Christian is ? If 
you poison us, do we not die ; and, if you wrong us, shall we not revenge ? 
Perhaps herein thou may'st discern the drift of all I would convey. 

Lady M. 'Tis rather shady — but, go on ! 

Shy. Now, lady, think ! A thousand — ay ! three thousands-ducats for 
only one swift stroke. £l$e no money shall I lend, and thou may'st hanged 
be for aught I care. 

Lady M. (advancing — aside) *Tis cheap ! I mind not blood ! (7V» Shy- 
lock) Thou upright Jew, I do accept thy offer ; but give me first securi- 
ties, (aside) This night Macbeth shall kill the dog. 

Shy. Here, {gives Lady Mac. large pocketbook) swear by the skull of 

Hamlet thou play not false ! 

Lady M. I swear it ! 

Shy. Then speed the task I Let not Bassanio observe the morning sun 
that shall to-morrow see the happy Shylock weaving his cunning web around 
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the queenly Portia ! {asidi) She who owns far more of yellow gold than 

'--'' Croesus. Aha ! thou shalt be rich, thou sneaking Jew ! ( To Lady Mac.) 

Ajew— ajew ! [Exit, L., sitting, 

'■ Old, old beaver bats, old coats buy I 

Have them cheap from Shylock — buy, buy, buy ', 
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Enter Macbeth, iu 



Lady M. Come here, Cawdor, and don't be speering around in that 
, stupid fashion. 'Pqn my word, you're the sorriest apology for a king I ever 
saw ! I*m positively ashamed of you ! 

Mac. Is that what you have to say to me ? Your disposition is spoiling, 
I*m afraid, under this water treatment. 

Lady M. Never you mind me^ but gather what few sparks of courage 
^ you have left : you'll need them, for I have work for you. 

Mac. You have introduced the subject gracefully, I must say. 

^' Lady M. K^^r opinion is entirely uncalled for. I want a stroke done 
in the old line of business. 

Mac. What I the old business I Surely not— you know I 

Lady M. That's it exactly, and I can't see why it should cau^ such an 
r outcry. 

Mac. What poor innocent have you been bulldozing now? 

Lady M. It's no quarrel of mine ; it's a friendly turn we are going to 
do for Shylock. 

A Mac. FoF Shylock I Does he take us for ordinary butchers ? 

Lady M. For extraordinary ones, may-be. But, be that as it may, Shy« 
^ lock wants Bassanio put out of the way, and I consider it a very delicate 
compliment on Shylock's part to give us the refusal of the first hack ! 

Mac. What is Shylock's grievance ? 

Lady M. I believe he holds a paid-up policy on Bassanio's life, and 
wants to realize. 

Mac. This is no affair of ours. Why do you bother your head with it ? 

Lady M. Simply because I am out of practice and money, and here is 
^ an opportunity for getting both. Why make so many words about so simple 
a thing ? 

*' Mac. You know we came here for seclusion and reformation : this is 
the great country for reform, so they say. We have had enough of this kind 

^of sport, and after my last tiff with Duff I was glad of a little rest. Further- 
more, it would be an infringement of the game laws to kill a man at this 
time of year. 

Lady M. That 'is so, I will admit, but we must have money to keep 

up ap{>earances, and everything possible has been pawned, including the 

vrown jewels and ihe conundrum dagger. What easier way than this is there 

of making it ? Besides, we are adepts in the art, and it will be attended 

^with no risk. 
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Ma<^. How do yott propose to manage it ? 

Lady M. I leave that to you. Where there's a will there's a way. 

Mac. But I kave no will in this matter, and I have not yet sunk to the 
level of a common cut-throat. 

Lady M. My will is that it shall be done ; so don't bandy words with 
me. If you don't like to Cut his throat, you might rummage among his 
ribs. 

Mac. Suppose I agree to do this, how shall I clear myself if I am 
caught ? 

Lady M. With a plea of accident, or temporary insanity. There would - 
be no difficulty with the latter plea, in your case. 

Mac. I have no quarrel with Bassanio. 

Lady M. Such a trifling consideration as that never used to hinder 
you. 

Mac. If we should fail ! 

Lady M. But screw your courage to the sticking-place, and well not 
fail. 

Mac. We will proceed no further in this business at present. I want 
time for thought. 

Lady M. No, Glamis, there is no time like the present I This is the 
tide in our a£Fairs that is to lead to fortune ; and Shy lock wants immediate ' 
answer. 

Mac. I decline to act upon compulsion* 

Lady M. Fy, my lord, fy I A soldier, and afeared ? 

Mac. I am not. I dare do all that may become a man ; who dates ' 
do more is none. 

Lady M. Then prove it. 

Mac. How much does Shylock give for this work ? 

Lady M. Three thousand ducats. 

Mac. What guarantee have you that he will perform hii part of the 
contract ? 

Lady M. He has given security. 

Mac. Of what nature ? 

Lady M. He has given me his word, two dozen pawn tickets, axxl one ^ 
hundred shares of Brooklyn Bridge stock. 

Mac. His munificence is princely. I will yield me to thy wishes, al- 
though it is a thought whose horrid image doth unfix my hair, and make my 
seated heart knock at my ribs against the use of nature. 

Lady M. Be bloody, bold, and resolute 1 Yet do I fear thy nature * ' 
is too full of the milk of human kindness. 

Mac. If 'twere done, when *tis done, then 'twere well it were done' 

Suickly ! My mind's made up ! Let no compunctious visitings of nature 
iiake my fell purpose now. {Sharpens his sword on sUel at Lady Mac's. 
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belt.) 1*11 go to prepare my case of instruments, and do you pack my Mitchel 
and put up my luncheon. 

Sings. Aif\ *' Bonnie DundeeJ** 

In my boat I will row to the Isle of Black well, 

And visit poor Bassy, shut up in his cell ; 

And V\\ comfort him there with my keen-pointed blade 

And for this by the crafty Shylock will be paid. 

Then 611 up my cup, and fill up my can, 
Go pack up my luncheon, for I am your man ; 
And ope the back portal, and out let me go, 
For ril hence to the murder of Bassanio 1 



With men in striped clothes Blackwell's Isle it is filled* 
And there they've put Bassy — so easily killed ; 
But cheer up, my laddie, and lonesome ne'er be. 
For you*ve not seen the last o' my dagger and me ! 

Then fill up my cup, and fill up my can, 
Go pack up my luncheon, for I am your man ( 
And ope the back portal, and out let me go. 
For 1*11 hence to my revel with Bassanio 1 



Exeunt Macbeth, r. ; Lxoy Macbeth, u 



CiutAio. 
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ACT II. 

Scene — The parhr. Door at back, c. TabU^ R. c, set ivith tea^thingt^ 
etc. Chair at tabUy and others about the room, 

Juliet discovered seated near iabU, reading. 

Jul. (yaivning) Where on earth is ihat Romeo? It's a sin and shame the 
way he goes on. He pays no more regard to meal-tinie than a doctor's gig, 
and he makes such a fuss if his food is not done just to suit him ! Height 
ho I Here I am buried alive for the second time, and just as much forgot* 
ten as if I had died when I took that overdose of morphine. Why, only I 
the other day, when I was calling on old Mrs. Lear, I heard her scream f 
from one end of the house. to the other, '* Mrs. R. Montague ! Mrs. R. 
Montague ! Who the devil is Mrs. R. Montague?" No wonder her huji 
band thought a low, sweet voice an excellent thing in woman. 

Oh, dear ! if my pa and Roraeo*s would only forgive us and let us g(> 
back to Verona ! I'm so sick of being cooped up in this poky little Water- 
Cure establishment, living on next to nothing, and in a nK)m luithcut a 
balcony I And I could have had one, too, only Romeo was so unkind. He 
said I was much too good at that sort of thing, and ) had tried that once 
too often already. And when I told him that he at kmy rate ought not to 
reproach me with it, he said, on the contrary, he was just the one who 
should. 

Hark ! There's Romeo's step. Let me hide my novel. It makes him 
very angry to see me read a novel, and just now I must keep him in particu- 
larly good humor, as I have bought a new gown without telling him any 
thing aboirt it. 

Romeo {outside) All the world's a stage, and all men and women merely 
players. They have their exits 

Enter Romeo, c. 

Jul. I wish you could make your final stage exit. ' 

Rom. And their entrances, and one man in his time plays many parts. 
—I play Mike Antony to-morrow. (Sits R.) 

Jul. The noblest Roman on the Mall 1 {Sits L.) 

Rom. Yes ; it has come to this, and all for you I I, Romeo, forced to 
act for a living! 

Jul. Well. It's not the first time a Montague has graced the stage, and we 
must never forget that we belong to the F, F, V.'s. 

Rom. The which ? 
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Jul. The first families of Verona, to be sure. 

Rom. Yes, Juliet, we are the children of rich but honest parents, tho' in 
the flower of our youth cut off — without a shilling. A plague on both our 
houses I 

Jul. Romeo, for which of my good parts did you first suffer love for me? 

Rom. Suffer love — a good epithet I I do suffer love indeed I Our fami« 
lies were against the match ; but as you fairly threw yourself at my head, 
what could I do ? 

Jul. Oh ! would that I had never told my love, but let congealment, like 
a worm in the mud, feed on my damaged cheek ; tho' I pined in thought, 
and, with a green and mellow lemouchoTy, sat like Patience on a monumentt 
smiling at grief ! 

Rom. And, I pray thee now, tell me for which of my bad parts didst thou 
first faU in love with me? 

Jul. For them all together. — Romeo, darling, I want a new gown. 

Romi. He jests at scars that never felt a wound. — I am mad. 

Jul. Mad ? 

Rom. No, not mad, but bound more than a madman is— p-* 

Jul. Romeo ! 

Rom. Shut up — in prison, kept without food, poverty-stricken, my only 
fortune (my wife) is my misery ! 

Jul. Romeo, I must have a new one I 

Rom. And you say must to me, madam ? And dare you then to beard 
the lion in his den ? The proverb is somewhat musty. — Now, do be reason- 
able. You know what a small salary I get as heavy man in this traveling 
theatrical company, and we have had heavy bills of late to meet. There's 
your old nurse's pension, and 

Jul. Yes, and your apothecary's account ; and then it was but yesterday 
you actually gave Friar Lawrence ten dollars for the Cathedral Fund ! 

Rom. Teach me how I should forget to think 1 And to think, if it had 
not been for that meddlesome old nurse and bothersome friar, I might even 
now have been in Verona, well married to 

Jul. Whom? 

Rom. Some one else. 

Jul. Well, Romeo, you certainly have not as much to complain of as I 
have; the girl you were in love with, Rosaline, would not even look at you, 
whereas County Paris was my adoring slave. 

Rom. Why didn't you marry him, then ? 

Jul. 'Twas not that I loved Paris less, but Romero more.— However, as 
we are married, I mean to make the best of it. 

Rom. I see you do. 

Jul. Why can't you afford me a new gown ? We certainly are not as 
^or as the Macbeths, and yet Lady Mac has just splurged out in a new black 
velvet 
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Rom. Don't talk to me about the Macbeths : it is nothing bnt the feat 
of the dame that makes me treat them with even common civility. 

Jul. I know her looks are against her ; but I don't believe she is as bad 
as she seems. I have not been introduced to her yet. 

Rom. On the contrary, she's ivorse than she seems. I even believe she 
murdered Ham's father ! 

Jul. Nonsense ! What would have been her object ? 

Rom. Money. Claudius doubtless paid her well for it. She will do 
anything for money. — ^We all have our price, they say. 

Jul. Romeo, don't revive those old scandals. It is a sure thing that 
Ham's father is dead and sugar-cured ; so do let his spirit rest ! 

Rom. But it won't rest, or give Ham any rest either ; appearing to him 
three times a day just as regularly as meal-time ; and see how spare he is 1 • 
Ophelia is quite worried about him. I sympathize with Ophelia. 

Jul. Don't concern yourself so much about Ophelia's trigls, but come , 
back to the tribulations of your own wife. Am I, or am I not to have that 
new gown ? 

Rom. Early and late — early and late J — You'U ruin me ; there's no 
question about it. 

. JuL Romeo Montague, if I had known what a regular, mean, old screw 
you were, 1 should never have married you I 

Rom. I would to heaven you had known ! Sirs, here's a dish I love not ; ' 
I cannot endure this lady's tongue. I must to work ! Juliet, just hear me 
these lines. But first 1 11 doff this habit and don my toga and assume the , 
wig — 'twill put me in the spirit of the part. [Exit c. 

Jul. Why should he play the Roman fool, and strut and fret an hour 
upon the stage? It will be a tale told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, but 
signifying nothing. Oh! it offends me to the soul to see a robustious, 
periwig-pated fellow tear a passion to tatters, to very rags, to split the ears * 
of the groundlings. I could h^ve such a fellow whipped foro'er-doing terma 
gant ! 

Enter Romeo, C, dressed in white toga bordered with purpu 

Rom. ** For us and for our tragedy, here stooping to your clemency, we 
beg your hearing patiently. " — Now, Juliet, give us the cue. 

Jul 1st Citizen: * * Peace I let us hear what Antony can say I Peace, ho I 
let us hear him !" 
Rom. (^^-jZ/Vw/a////^ wi/(//k) ** Friends"—— 
Jul. No more, my lord, no more of that! You mar all by this starting. 

Rom. ** Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears I I come to 

bury Caesar" 

Jul. Great Caesar ! is he dead ? 

Rom. Yes, he's a grave man, — "The evil that men do lives after them, 
unless they go to Europe till the blow is over. The noble Brutus hath told * 
you Caesar was ambitious. What does Brutus know about it ? It's not his 
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funeral.— If it were so, it was a grievoas fault, and grierously hath Csesar 
answered it. He was my friend, faithful and just to me. He did give me 
a royal villa in the malarial suburbs, yet Brutus says he was ambitious. 
Brutus is a horrible man — so are they all — all horrible men ! When that 
the poor have cried, Caesar hath wept, because it cost him nothing and made 
him solid with the multitude. Was that hambition ?" 

Jul. 1st Citizen : * * No, no 1" 2d Citizen : * * Go it, Antony !** 

Rom. *' You all did see that on the Lupercal I thrice presented him a 
kingly crown, which he did twice refuse. The third time he did try it on, 
and found it a misfit. Was this ambition ? No, no, a thousand times no ! 
Ambilion should be made of stuff stronger than this. If you have tears to 
shed, prepare to shed them now. Boo-hoo-hoo." {fVeeps,) 

Jul. {scornfully) Why do you make such faces? Where did you get 
that goose-looic? When all's done, you look but a fool ! 2d Citizen: ** Poor 
soul, his eyes are red as fire with weeping !" 

Rom. " Bear with me — my heart was in the coffin there with Caesar, 
and I did pause till it came back to me. But yesterday the word of Ceesar 
might have stood against the World, the Times, the Tribune, the Herald, or 
any other daily journal. To-day he lies — dead for a ducat— dead as a door- 
nail!'* 

Jul. But do not saw the air too much with your hand — thus — but use all 
^ntly ; for in the very torrent, tempest, and, as I may say, the whirlwind 
of passion, you must acquire and beget a temperance that may give it 
smoothness 

Rom. Yes marm. — "See, here's a parchment with the seal of Csesar ; 
{^produces scroll) I got it from his lawyer — *tis his will. " 

Jul. Citizens : •' The will— the will ! We will hear Caesar's will !" 

Rom. ** Have patience, gentle friends : 'twill take an hour to read. 
You all do know this garment ; {shows cloak) 'tis the most unkindest cut of 
all his clothes. I remember, I remember the first time ever Caesar put it on. 
'Twas on a summer's evening in his guarded tent, ninety degrees in the shade 
— that day he overcame the Nervi-ous chill. — Look, in this place ran Cassius* 
dagger through ! Through this the ei tu Brute .stabbed ; and, as he plucked 
his cussed steel away, Mark ! Antony, how the blood of Caesar followed 
it! — Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir you up to such a sudden 
flood of gluttony" 

^ Jul. Mut'my ! 

Rom. Mutiny. — '* I am no orator as Brutus is." 

Jul. Citizens: "No, no; we know you all — a plain, blunt man that 
hath neither wit, nor words, nor worth." 

Rom. *' You have forgot the will I told you of. To every single man a 

clerkship in the custom>house he gives. Moreover, he has left you all his 

^ clothes, milk-tickets, and his arctics ; he hath left them to you, and to your 

'heirs forever. Here was a Caesar. Whence comes such another ?-— The 

collection will now be taken up for the benefit of the remains." . 

' Jul; " Exeunt, body and all." 

Rom. Well? 
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JuL Now take what coarse thou wilt! I have already ordered die 
gown, 

Rom. The mischief ! Well, I here do give it thee with all my heart, 
which but thou had'st already, with all my heart I would keep from thee. 

JnL Doubt that the stars are fire. 

Doubt that the sun doth move. 
Doubt truth ^o be a liar, 
But never doubt I love. 

Sh ! The melancholy Dane has come, the saddest of them here ! 

Rom. I do desire we may be better strangers. [Exit Romeo, r. 

(Dirge heard outside. Enter Hamixi^ c.^ who advances slo7vfy to front. 
He carries skull and bones. Music ceases when Hamlet stops, JuUET * 
contemplates Hamlet as he enters^ then drops into a chair with an ex* 
pression of weariness* ) 

Ham. (after a pause — not hazfin^ noticed J VLIRT) To be, or not to be, 
that is the question. Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer the slings . 
and arrows of outrageous fortune, or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 
and, by opposing, end them ? To die, to sleep — no more ; and by a sleep 
to say we end the heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks that flesh is ' 
heir to— 'tis a consummation devoutly to be wished. To die, to sleep ;— 
to sleep I perchance to dream ; ay, there's the rub ; for 

Jul. (risingt ond interrupting) Ay, rub up your manners, and take time to 
be polite ! 

Ham. (bowing) l^rs. Montague, I ask your pardon ; I was unaware of 
your presence. (Coughs,') 

Jul. There needs no ghost, my lord, come from the grave to tell us this. 
But here, let me offer you some camphor ; you seem to be suffering T^ith a 
severe cold. 

Ham. (sniffing camphor^ You're right again. I don't see where I caught 
this dreadful cough. 

It was a cough that took him off ; 
It was a comn they took him off in. 

(Coughs.) Methinks I must have found it upon the platform the other 
evening while waiting for my shadowy father. 

Jul. Why, does your father deal in shad ? 

Ham. Madam, my father was a king, no fishmonger ! (Sneeus and . 
coughs) O that this too, too solid flesh would melt, thaw, and resolve ilself 
into a dew ! But since it doesn't— (^/j hand drops on skull) Alas, poor 
.Yoridc ! I knew him, Mrs. Montague ; a fellow of infinite jest, of most ex-' 
cellent fancy. He hath borne me upon his back a thousand times—and 
now, behold him here ! 

' Jul. Well, never mind if he did, Mr. Hamlet ; you shouldn't take 
these things so much to heart. Now, do you know, I think it's a bad, 
thing for you to dress in that everlasting black ? Why don't you follow the 
example of my Romeo, for instance, and pay a little more attention to the 
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fashions ? Good Hamlet, cast thy nightly color off, and let thine eye look 
like a friend on Juliet ! 

Ham. {sighing) 'Tis not alone ray inky cloak, fair Juliet, nor customary 
suits of solemn black ; nor graves, nor bones, nor skuUs, and all such bric- 
a-brac No, no ! From my infancy up I have been the plaything of for- 
tune I 

I never had a piece of bread 

Particularly large and wide, 
But what it fell upon the floor, 

And always on the butter side. 

•Tis too, too bad! {Paces the room.) But something toe much of this\ 
My nerves are unstrung ! Sit still, my soul, sit still ! ( To Juliet) I'll seek 
my wife ! Can*st tell me where I'll find the fair Ophelia ? 

Jul. I saw her about an hour ago sitting by the horse-trough, and I 
dare say she is there yet. It's enough to give her her death of cold sitting 
around so in the damp ! 

Ham. Why, right ! You're always in the right 1 And now I hold it fit 
that we shake hands and part. 

I'll go seek the lost Ophelia 

By the lakelet's sedgy shore ; 
And, departing, leave behind me 

Footprints on the parlor floor. 
Footprints that perhaps another, 

Coming to this Water-Cure, 
Some forlorn, impov'rished brother, 

Seeing, will prepare t^endure ! 

GocAi-moming ! 

[Dirge, Exit Hamlet, C. 

Jul. Well, now, that Dane is a curious combination — ^he is a regular dus* 
cler ! We have been here now a week or more, and notwithstanding my best 
efforts I have not been able to make the slightest impression on him. But 
don't give up the ship, Juliet — with life there's hope ! 

Oh \ here comes Portia ! 

Enter Portia, l. 

Is that you, Mrs. Bassanio ? 

Por. Ergo est ego^ it is I ! How poor that language is which, to denote 
so great a thing employs so weak a word — it is I ! 

Jul. Language is a snare and a delusion, as I have found to my cost, 
Mrs. B. 

Por. Qui tarn — what of that ? Because one has been weak, shall none 
be strong? Because one missed the right, shall all do wrong? No, no ! 
TTie purity of language is not stained : it droppeth as the gentle rain-' 

Jul. If you knew my Romeo, you'd say it dropped very much more like 
' kaiil 
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Por. Durante vita^-^o not interrupt ! It is twice blessed ; it blessetb 
bim that gives, and him that takes 

Jul. That's true enough! At least that's the indiscriminate way in 
which blessings are showered on me. 

Por. Mala causa, siitnda est — why cannot you be silent ? — 'Tis mighti- 
est in the mighty. It becomes the learned lawyer better than his gown. 
His lancruage shows the force of legal power, the attributes of law and 
equity, wherein doth sit the fear and dread of knaves. Therefore; Jew 

Jul. (starting up) Via not a Je.v; the Capulets have not one drop of 
Jewish blood in their veins 1 

Por. Pshaw ! I did not say Jew. 

Jul. Yes you ddi. and you looked at me as if I were the concentrated 
essence of all the lost tribes ! 

Por. Nugce canorce — silly creature ! Don*t you understand ? It was a , 
slip of the tongue : I meant to say you. Therefore you, if language be your 
plea 

Jul. By the way, Portia, talking of Jews — what became of your old 
friend Shylock ? Did you ever see him after that day you got the better of 
him in court ? 

Por. Did I ever see him ? O Juliet, Juliet, that wretched Israelite is a 
skeleton in my closet ! 

Jul. A skeleton ! Is he dead ? 

Por. Dead ? No — fieri facias — a figure of speech ! Lineal descendant • 
of Methuselah, he is as invulnerable as his wandering prototype. Juliet, he 
is staying at this Water-Cure now ! 

. Jul. But what of that ? Surely he cannot harm you — you, the rich heiress 
of Belmont ! 

Per. Alas ! Ex post facto — I am «aeh no more. Listen, Juliet I You 
know the story of my wretched courtship ? 

Jul, Wretched ? You call your courtship wretched when you had your ' 
own way from beginning to end ? Why, I always fancied it the acme of 
amatory blessedness ! 

Por. It was a slave auction, neither more nor less, in which I—/ was 
knocked down to not the highest but the slyest bidder. It was a miserable . 
swindle from beginning to end. — Nerissa winked at him ! 

Jul. Winked at him ? 

Por. He bribed her to wink at him when he should take up the right 
casket. 

Jul. But so clever a lawyer as you, Portia, should have discovered the 
cheat ! 

Por. I do not require a little chit like you to tell me what I should or' 
should not have done. 

Jul. The truih is, Portia, you couldn't fall in love like any one else, but 
had to try some new and startling way of doing it, and so you over-reached 
yourself. 
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Por. Had I been bold and forward enough to try it as yon did, at your 
age, Mrs. Montague, I should have been whipped and sent to bed. 

Jul. I think such treatment would not have come amiss to you at any 
age, Mrs. B. 

Por. I scorn you, Mrs. Montague ! I consider you beneath contempt. 

Jul. O, wise and upright judge ! 

Por. Begone, lest I wither you with the lightning of the law I 

Rom. {outside) Juliet I Juliet! 

Jul. A Daniel come to judgment-— a Daniel ! I thank thee, Jevr» fot 
teaching me that word 1 

Rom. (outside) Juliet ! Juliet I 

Jul. Yes, yes, Romeo ; do be quiet ! No wonder that poor apothecary 
said. ** Who calls so Aw^/;** 

Rom. {outside) /uliet ! 

Por. {mockingly) How silver sweet sound husbands' tongues by night I 
Don*t they, Mrs. Montague ? 

Jul. O, wise and upright judge ! How much more elder art thou than 
thy looks ! 

Rom. (outside) Juliet ! Juliet ! 

Jul. Oh ! Romeo, do be quiet — I'm coming. [Exit Juliet, r. 

Por. A pretty couple indeed ! A pair they are who pull not well in 
double harness. (Sits.) But, after all, Romeo's no worse than my own 
Bassanio — the spendthrift ! 

Shylock appears at door, c, and listens quietly. 

Ba<tsy, Bassy, what shall I ever do with you ? His month's allowance has 
already gone, and on the Island is he boarding now, the guest of our fair 
city. {Falls into a reverie^ 

Shylock enters cautiously, carrying banjo. 

Shy. (Aside. Sings. Air, '' Nelly Gray '*) 

Yes, he's gone to Blackwell's Isle, and they'll keep him there a while. 

And he'll find it very, very hard to leave ; 

In the middle of the river where the current runs so swift, 

Yes, he'll find it very, very hard to leave. 

{J^auses — then aside) How like a fawning publican she looks ! I hate her, 
tor she is a Christian ; but more for that in low simplicity she lends out 
money gratis, and thus brings down the rate of usance here with us. Still, 
she is rich, and if my plans have been wrought out, she and that which I do 
value more, her gold, shall yet be mine. 

Por. (turning) Ha ! Shylock, what is your business ? 

Shy. The lowly Jew would fain express in music sweet the mission whicb 
has driven him to call. 

Per. Be brief 1 
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SkylocK spreads handherehief carefully onjloor^ kneels upon it, iwus Am^n^ 

ami stngs, 

{Air, *• Baby Farming.'' —Pinafore.) 

Shy. Fair Portia, thou dost see 

A Jew ot low condition. 
Who hopeless loveth thee 

And iSassy, the patrician. 
To serve you botb I try. 

As all the world doth know, too, 
Thout^h some may say, *' he's sly, 
'Tis false, I do assure you ! 
Por. Pemce. old man ! 

Shy. See how on bended knee 

This bearded monster bows low. 
And envies, truthfully. 

The ground on which you walk so. 
True, he is but a Jew, 

And you a gentile faiiy, 
Yet he loves only you, 

Though of his love you're chary. 

Por. Cease, you musty old fustilarian ! You are more annoying than a 
lNX>k-peddler. 

Shy. O Cupid, wicked sprite. 

However could you do it ? * 

You've wounded me, poor wight. 

Forever must I rue it ! 
Vour arrows pierce my heart. 

Which is all rent and torn ; 
'Tis your sharp, rankling dart 

That makes me so forlorn ! 

Por. If you knew what 'twere good to do. you would pack up your Jews- 
harp and be gone ! 

Shy. Consider well, O Portia, that which I have herein stated. 

Por. But why should I, of royal birth, stoop to observe a paltry vender of 
ancient rags ? — To be sure, thou hast done much for my Bassanio ; lasts 
securitatem — giving security for all our debts in shape of leases. 

Shy. {aside) She doth not know that the laws just introduced absolve 
them both from all their obligations. ( To Portia) What I have sacrificed 
I would again do o*er to serve thee in the least. 

Por. {aside) True, Heaven made him, and therefore let him pass for a man ! 

Shy. I had hoped thou mighlest wish to ride with me upon the Ele- 
vated Road to-day ; *tis my only vehicle. 

Por. O generous Jew ! But spare thy ducats — thy daughter may have 
need of them. 

Enter Hamlet, c, bearing a huge, black-bordered letter. 

Ham. {Sings. Air, ^^ Clang of the Wooden Shoan."*) 

\ am the bearer of dreadful news ; 
ThouKh very unpleasant, 1 couldn't refuse 
To carry the terrible, terrible news, 
The terrible news to Portia. 

Por. What hast thou, Noah's son ? 
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Ham. 'Tis a letter writ in blood, that tells of murder, a foal and most 
unnatural murder ! 

Per. and Shy. Murder ? 

Ham. (nodding) Horrible— most horriSle ! 

[Hands Utter to Portia, and exit c. 

Por. (reads^ and cldspi hit hands in agony} The light of my eye is dead, 
and I, in fine, am left alone f Listen, Shylockl A letter from Macbeth, 
wherein he says : ''I visited Bassanio to^ay. to give him strength where- 
with to bear his woes, and lo ! I saw a knife all wet with blood lying beside 
him, and beheld a rent some envious Casca made in his poor side. And as 
I raised him from the ground he whispered, ' I owe my all to Shylock ; give 
him my love, for he hath served me well * — Macbeth." 

This news unmans me— now is Portia husbandless ! But tell me, Shy- 
lock, is a widow responsible for her husband's debts ? 

Shy. No— speak not of it ! Sorrow not, Portia, o'er thy wretched lot ; 
my strong right hand shall aid thee in distI^ess! Say that thou wilt be 
mine! 'Tis almost spring! Methinks the grass will soon be green o*er 
Bassy's grave — ne'er mind a widow's weeds ! Accipe me ! 

Poi'. I prithee wait awhile ; I must have time to think. You know the 
conditions of my father's will. Behold, there stand the caskets, noble Jew ! 
If you choose that wherein my picture is contained, straight shall our 
nuptial rites be solemnized. But, if you fail, without more words, my lord, 
you must be gone from hence immediately. 

Hands him three caskets, Shylock chooses one. 

Shy. {takes out picture) Fair Portia's counterfeit ! 

Por. 'Tis just my luck ! I fared no better with Bassanio ! But, since 
tis so, I will be gracious ! You see me, Mr. Shylock, where I stand, such 
as I am : though for myself alone, I would not be ambitious in my wish, to 
wish myself much better ; yet, for you, I would be trebled twenty times my- 
self ; a thousand times more fair, ten thousand times more rich. 

Shy. Well, come with me upon the Elevated Road at all events. But, 
no, I must fly ! ( Takes his banjo and sings.) 

r Farewell ! my own. 

Light of my heart, farewell ! 
I go to Chatham Street, 

My goods to sell. 
There, 'mid my hats, 

M^ coats, and my banjos— free 
I'll sing so faithfully 
* Of myself and thee. 

(Aside) Aha ! craftiness doth win the day I Methinks I hear the clink of 

'precious coin, and see its yellow light flashing the sun's warm rays in open 

challenge back ! [Exit c. 

* Por. (sinking into chair) What an ordeal was that ! I feel quite faint ' 
But hark! some one is coming. I must conceal my agitation. 

' Enter Ophelia, l. 

Well, chiki, how are you ? 
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Oph. Vferjr ^ell, I thank you. I came to get a cup of tea. 

Por, Tea? I had forgotten! {They sit at table,) So you, too, are a 
devotee at the shrine of hydropathy? 

Oph. Ohy no ! I tried the cold-water treatment dnce^ and nearly died of 
it. Are you undergoing it ? 

. Por. Not for myself ; we are sojourning "here for the ■benefit of my late 
husband's friend, Antonio, who is the victim of an alarming corpulency. 

Oph. Did his too, too sordid flesh melt, as Ham says ? 

Por. Very little I Ah ! how gladly would he now part with a hundred 
pounds of that of which he was so unwilling to lose one 1 But viam mun* 
dam — it is the way of the world ! 

Oph. That's just what Ham says. 

Por. Ah, indeed ! about what? 

Oph. Everything ! Ham takes a very gloomy view of life in generaL 

Por. Yes, I always noticed a slight shade of naelancholy in his con. 
▼ersation. 

Oph. And he used to be so gay ! — quite the Sydney Smith of Denmark I 
But hft has never been quite the same since the murders. ' 

Por. The murders ! What murders? 

Oph. Oh ! we got so used to them. There -was— let me see — (counting 
#ff her fingers) Ham's grandfather, his father, his uncle, his mother, his 
great^randmother— that's five ; and mygrandmolher, my father, my brother, 
my great-aunt-^nine. There was a tenth somewhere. Let me count over: 
Ham's 

Por. No, no; I can't stand it I Who was the vile perpetrator? 

Oph. (slowly) Ham says 

Por. {vehemently) Who did it ? 

Oph. Ham says that is a question futurity alone can solve ; and then 
again he says their fates are wrapt in gloom. 

' Por. {shuddering) I should think as much ! [Exit Portia, l. 

Oph. Ham says — Oh ! she's gone ! Well, she needn't have been in . 
such a hurry. — But, as I was going to say, I am very fond of Ham — very ; 
but there are times when he is a trying person to live with. For instance, 
he considers himself cleverer than I. and that's a chord he's fond of harping ' 
on till it becomes like sweet bells jangled out of tune and harsh, as he 
expresses it ; and if I open my eyes a little, he curls his lip scornfully and • 
says, *' There are more things in heaven and earth than are dreamt of in 
your philosophy, Ophelia." And if I tell him some simple piece of news 
about the fashions or our neighbors — anything that seems strange to me — he 
remarks indifferently, '* Seems, madam? Nay, it is; I know not seems." 
For instance, when I told him hoop-skirts were going out, and thought it- 
would be a pleasant surprise, knowing how he hates them, he only shrugged 
his shoulders and said, ** Oh ! what a falling off is there! Be somewhat, 
scantier of thy maiden presence then." {Sits ) So, what with his playing 
very badly on the flut:, and wanting me to keep a hornd ^uU on my 
dressing-table, I do have mv trials. Oh ! here he comes. 
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Enter Hamlet, c 

Ham. Soft I how now — the fair Ophelia ! 

Oph. Good iny lord, how does your honor ? 

Ham. I humbly thank you, well. I was looking for you. at the hone* 
trough. Where's your father? 

Oph. Where's my father ? Why, yon murdifrfdhimf my lordj some time 
since ! 

Ham. Go to ! The incident had slipped my mind. 

Oph. Why, don't you remember. Ham dear? You killed papa just 
a/ier you murdered grandmamma, and just de/or^ you stabbed Laertes. 

Ham. Quite true ; and the jury returned a verdict of "justifiable homi- 
cide.** (Staris) Ophelia, sweet, can'st find that pin ? There's One upon my 
neck that's sticking in? {0?nhi.ik rfmov^s large bonnet-pin from flannel 
bandage around his throat.^ For this relief much thanks. 

Oph. This is indeed a pin to scratch a man to death ! (HAM coughs.) 
That cough again ! I do hope this water-cure is going to do you some 

food. Ham de^r. You certainly were in an awful state when we left 
)lsinore. 

Ham. And those stupid old Danish doctors never found oat what the 
matter was. 

Oph. They didn't think it worth while to ask me about it. I could have 
told them wh^t the trouble was. We didn't have all those empty bottles 
lying about the house for nothing ! {Clock strikes three times.) 

Ham. 'Tis our grandfather's clock, just home from Sypher's I 

Pph. Then 'tis time for him to take his medicine. ( Gets pillbox and 
spoon from table.) Two pills, or not two pills, that is the question^-but I 
don^t see that it makes any great difference ! {^Administers dose,") 

^am. {knocking away spoon.) Throw physic to the dogs I 1*11 none 
' of it, 

Oph. Oh, what a rash and hasty deed is this ! 

Ham. I'll take it not. This physic but prolongs my sickly days. 
Ophelia, w^en I'm dead and gone, taken by that fell sergeant Death, so 
strict in his arrest, do thou report me and my cause aright to the unsatisfied. 
And now, by way of practice, recite for me my latest poem, the which I gave 
you yester e'en, and speak the speech, I pray you, as I pronounced it to you, 
* trippingly upon the tongue. 

Oph. {recites rapidly.) Why? Wherefore thus ? and whence should it 
t he so ? 

Ham. {interrtipting.) Nay, nay, nor be not too hasty, neither, but let 
« your own discretion be your tutor. Suit the action to the word, and the 
^ord to the action. 

Oph. {recit*s slowly :) 

WI/? wherefore thus? and whence should it be $0? 
Oh ! what forbodes the mood the mind must know ! 
But if 'tis thus, and yet not wholly, told, 



THE SHAKESPEARE WATER-CURE. 



r 

^H What of the MV. the finite, and ihe old 7 

^H Complete, yet never meuaured, all and each : 

^^B Then telt him whnt the rules the thought must teich, 

^^K And whence the syllogistic meaning high 

^^B Which leaves and stays, and. pausing, passes by, 

^H Downward [or e'er nor upward evermore, 

^^^ How desperately dark the need to soar, 

^^^ While whispers pass, and silence creeps along, 

And reason, sobbing, smiles on righteous wrong ! 

Ham. Excellent well, excelleal well! But now cudgel thy bi«iu no 

Oph. Well, then, to change (he sabject, as I was about to lemaik, Han 
dear, one never speaks oi- 



I 



Enter Ghost, r. 

Mam. (jlarim^ — addrtssiti!; Ghost. ) 

Angels and ininisters of graM defend us 1 
Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damned, 
Bring with thee airs from heaven or blasts from neOi 
Thou comest in such a questionable shape 
That I will speak to thee ; I'U caU Ibee 

Exit Ghost, k. 
! 'til gone I 



Oph. AIbs t my lord, how is'i with you that you do bend youi eye i 
facancy? Whereon do you look ? 
Ham. DId'si see nothing pass? 

Oph. Nothing, good my lord. This is the very coinage of your brail 
Ham. Nay, by my prophetic soul, it was my falfaer-in-law ! 
Oph. These are but wild and whirling words, my lord. 

Re-enter Ghost, b. 

Ham. He comes again ! On him — on him \ Look you, how palt bft 
glares! His form and cause conjoined, preaching to stones, would ii~'~~ 
tbein capable. Royal Chamberlain, speak, speak. Oh. speak and 
swer me! Let me not burst in ignorance! bul tell why thy canon 
bones, hearsed in death, have burst their cerements ! Why the sepoldlre. 
wherem we saw thee tjuiedy in-um'd, hath oped his ponderous audmari' 
jaws to cast tbee up again ! 

Oph. What have I done, that Ihoa dost wag thy tongue in noise m ttK 
against me? 

Ham. Why, look you there X look how it sieaU away I Vonr father I 
tail habit as he lived 1 Look, whett he goes, even now, out at the poMtt 

Exit Ghost, b. 
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Oph. Alas ! he's mad ! Oh ! what a noble mind is here o*erthrown ! 
Ham. {looking after Ghost,) Rest, rest, perturbed spirit — rest, rest, rest. 
Oph. But I w\\\ win him back to reason with a pleasant theme. 

Why are you doleful, doleful, Hamlet ? . - 

Why, why are you always so blue ? 
Could you not cheer up a little, Hamlet? 

O Ham, if you can smile, pray do. 

Why have you taken to tombstones, Hamlet ? 

Why don't you try polo instead ? 
You know it was moping out there in the grave-3rard 

You caught that bad cold in your head. 

(Hamlet sneeus*) 

I know you are tired of groaning, Hamlet, 

And weary of tear and of sigh ; 
So do make an effort, I beg you, Hamlet, 

To shake off your gloom and be spry. 

Ham. {aside,") I will speak daggers to her, but use none. 

Oph. Hamlet, for shame ; now, don*t lose your temper. Remember, I 
am the only relative you haven't murdered. 

Ham. By my halidome, 'tis true I 

Oph. {taking skull from table.) Here, take your skull. I will not have 
Alas-poor- Yorick left on the parlor table. {Thrusts skull at Hamlet, who 

- takes it and paces the floor.) There he goes again, in one of his cheerful little 
soliloquies, discu.ssing, I dare say. as usual. ' * whether 'tis nobler in the mind 
to suffer," — but I think he generally decides that it is not. {AfUrapWiui) 

* My lord, did you enjoy your accustomed walk in Greenwood? 

Ham. Ay ! ■ 
' The passing knell was rung quite well. 

But then forsooth 'twas very dull 
For in my walks, nor up nor down 
Could I not find a single skull. 

,Ah I these times are out of joint. 

Oph. Then what detained you, good my lord, so long within the dieer- 
ftd precincts of the silent tomb ? 

Ham. {spitefully.) I was taking the measure of an unmade grave. 

Opfa. Marry, for thyself I trow ? 

Ham. Nay, sweet Ophelia, 'twas for thee I dug ! 

Oph. O cursed spite I But thou didst love me once ! 

Ham. Lay not that flattering unction to thy soul 1 

Oph. Then was I the more deceived I 

Ham. I loved thee not ! (Ophelia screams. HAMLET, with rage) Get 
rhee to a tannery I Go ! (OPHELiA/<i/«/x.) 

Ham. She's ofl again ! {Pause,) O frailty, thy name is wbman ! I 
was too harsh with this slight creature. Alas I what have I done? I did 
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be cruel only to be kind ; thus bad begins, and worse remains behind ! 
(Feels Ophelia* s pulse,) I fear me she has departed to that undiscoTered 
country, from whose bourn no traveler returns. Alas ! it is too true ! She's 
dead for a ducat, dead, and 1 have killed her ! 

{Collapses, Gradually revives^ and sin^s:) 
(Ait, *^ Douglas, Tender and True :^) 

Could ye come back to me, Phelia, Phelia, 

In the old likeness that I knew, 
I would be so gentle, so loving, Phelia ; 

Phelia, Phelia, tender and true ! 

I'll go no more moping 'mid tombstones, Phelia, 
Nor stay out at night in the fall of the dew; 

But I'll do just whatever you bid me, Phelia ; 
Phelia, Phelia, tender and true ! 

I'll get you a bonnet from Paris, Phelia, 
The latest of shapes, and of styles the most new. 

And you shall dress better than Portia, Phelia ; 
Phelia, Phelia, tender and true ! 

(Hamlet applies restoratives, OPHELIA shows signs of lift.'} 

Ham. She moves, she starts, she seems to feel a thrill of life from head 
to heel ! 

Oph. (very faintly,) What was that odor of Araby ? 

Ham. My life, it was benzine. 

Oph. I thought as much ; it smells to heaven ! That was the most 

unkindest cut of all. 

Ham. I admit the soft impeachment — 'twas hardly kind. 

Oph. Give me to drink, good Hamlet. 

Ham. Too much of water hast thou, fair Ophelia ; smile thou on this, 
and take new life. (Hands her smaiijlask}^ 

Oph. (sipping,) Thanks ; once more I breathe. Methooght I heard, a 
moment since, the murmur of approaching spring — costumes. Did mine eaif 
deceive me ? 

Ham. (aside.) The spring costume I I was in hopes it might have slipped 
her memory. 

Oph. Ham, dear, did mine ears deceive me ? 

Ham. No, no I 

(Sings, Air, " Baby Mine.'') 

Now I'll go and buy the gown, Phelia mine, Phelia mine, 
Now I'll go and buy the gown, Phelia mine, Phelia mine. 
And you yourself shall see how stylish it will be, 
And you'll like it when you get it, Phelia mine, Phelia mine. 
And you'll like it when you get it, Phelia mine I 
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Oph. And the bonnet. Ham, youUl not forget the bonnet ? 
Ham. The bonnet ! Still harping on the bonnet ? 

(Sin^s.) 

No. Ill not foi^et the bonnet, Phelia mine, Phelia mina^ 
No, I'll not forget the bonnet, Phelia mine, Phelia mine. 
Thou may'st depend on me, I will bring it here to thee. 
And I'll have it here anon, Phelia mine, Phelia mine. 
And 1*11 hare it here anon, Phelia mine I 

Oph. But, Hammy, whither goest thou now ? 

Ham. To Macy's, hoi to Macy's! 

[Exit Hamlst, G» 

Oph. Ay, to be sure, for the bonnet.—-! don't know how it is, bat I 
really am getting quite nervous with all Ham's dreadful talk, and the awful 
way he has of seeing ghosts oyer one's shoulder— (j/isr/f). What's that ? 
Oh 1 it's my Lady Macbeth. (Jiises,) Good-evening to your ladyship ! 

Enter Lady Macbeth, r. 

Lady M. Here, sweet Ophelia? I too seek '* the cup that cheers bat 
no inebriates," as a Sassenach poet hath it. Sit doon, lassie, sit doon. ( They 
sit,) My guidman's wi' thine, and I left them discoorsing anent speerits an4 
bogies and a' the nncanny things they could conjure up. 

Oph. Oh ! dear, I wish Ham wouldn't ! He'll talk about them to me 
all night, '* to harrow up thy soul, freeze thy young blood, make thy two 
eyes like stars start from their spheres, thy knotted and combined Icxks 
to part, and each particular hair to stand on end like quills upon the fret« 
ful porcupine" — ^as he pleasantly remarks when I ask him why he tells me 
such dreadful things. 

Lady M. Eh ! but the laddie must be dean daft ! But I sympathize wi* 
ye, my dear. I'm the veriest old coward in the world, and I could na' go 
to my ain room just now, for 'tis no mote than a bedlam wi' tliat howling 
blackamoor next door. 

Oph. Oh ! you mean Othello ! 

Lady M. Indeed I do. He sits there shouting negro mdodies momin*, 
^oon, and night 

Oph. Ham says the times are out of tune, and that Othello is a jig* 
maker. 

Lady M. Well, that's no what I should ca' him mysel', forbye he may 
seem like one to your Hamish. 

Oph. Hamish I My husband's name is not Hamish. I woaldn't have 
married a man named Hamish. 

Lady M« Well, my dear, it's as icude as ony in Auld Reekie, so it maun 
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be better than ony in Danemark. The name !s weel kenned In my alii 
family besides. There were Hamish Mackay, and my mother's g^eat-uncle, 
Hamish Macgoyle, and my sister-in-law's second husband, Hamish Mac- 
duff, and Hamish 

Oph. But these are abstracts and brief chronicles of the time, as Ham 
says. Forgive me for interrupting you, but shan't I pour you out a cup of 
tea? 

Lady M. True, true, I had forgotten it. (^Tkey drink tea.) Does your 
Ham no drink tea ? 

Oph. No ; he calls it weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable. 

Lady M. Bless the chiel 1 When he says a thing he means it Oh ! 
that my Macbeth were loike him ! My guidman is a sair guidman ; bu 
between ourselves,. sweet Ophelia, he^s a little in the sear and yellow leaf 
and mickle easy to ht blown about. 

Oph. Yes, a king of shreds and patches, as Ham says. 

Lady M. Eh I out upon ye ! You and Ham are sair impudent, and, 
by the bluid of the Macfifes, 1*11 no stand it. (Ophelia /a/& on her kneesi 
IIa.dy Macbeth seizes her by the hair and flourishes knife.) 

Oph. Oh I dear, what did I say ? Ham*s always telling me I out-herqid 
Herod, but indeed I did not mean to ! 

Lady M. Weel, weel I say no more about it. You're a silly chiel, and 
that's the truth ; but I'm a good-tempered old body after alU (Ophelia 
rises,) 

Enter Juliet, c, 

Jul. Oh I dear Ophelia, what an age since we met ! Kis3 me, sweet 

Lady M. {puUing Ophelia's sleeve.) Introduce me, my dear. 

Oph. Lady Macbeth, of Dunblane Castle, Scotland — Mrs. Romeo Moiw 
tague, of Verona* 

Jul. What's in a name ? A rose by any other name would smell as sweet 
or be as surrounded by thorns. 

Oph* Yes, or, as Ham says : 

'* Imperious Csesar, dead and turned to clay. 
Might stop a hole to keep the wind away.** 

JuL Oh ! you dear delicious little mousie ! I wonder if you ever know 
what you're talking about ! 

Lady M. Just what I was wondering of you both, my dears. 

Jul. Ha, ha ! Well, however wild my own remarks may be, they do noi 
partake of the nature of sandwiches. 

Lady M. Sandwiches ? 

Jul. Yes— bread and butter interspersed with thick layers of Ham. 

Oph. A hit, a very palpable hit, as Ham says ; but I don't care. II yott 
luul as clever a husband as mine, you'd quote him too. 

Enter Portia. hmninOf^^ U 
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Por. It's too much— much too much. Zonam perdidit /-—death and per- 
dition ! 

Lady M. Mrs. Bassanio, you forget yourself and us. 

Por. Oh I don't be alarmed. I mentioned no names ; my language is not 
actionable. 

Lady M. But its very ob-jactionable. 

'' Enter Romeo and Macbeth, c. 

^ Rom. Put money in thy purse. He who borrows my purse takes 
trash — ^'tis something, nothing — ^"twas mine^ 'tis his, and has been slare to 
L thousands. 

^ Mac. Romeo, the hate I bear thee can afi^ord no better term than thi^— 
\^^ thou art a villain I 

^ Rom. And what is he that says I play the villain ? Villain am I none. I 
see thou knowest me not, 

%- Mac. You shag-eared villain, let me tell you yon yourself are much con* 
demned to have an itching palm. 

% >. Rom. I an itching palm ? You wrong me every way ; you wrong me, Mac 

Mac. You know that you are a Montague that speaks this, or, by the 
-« gods, this speech were else your last. 

Rom. I'd rather be a dog and bay the moon than such a Scotch->terrier. 

. , Mac. Fellow, bait not me ; I'll not endure it : you forget yourself to 
hedge me in ; I am a soldier, I, older in practice, abler than yourself to 
make conditions. 

Rom. Go to — ^you are not, Mac. 

Mac. Away, slight man ! Urge me no more, I shall forget myself ; hav* 
*mind upon your health, tempt me no further. 

Por. Oh, the dreadful creature ! 

Oph. The designing villain ! 

Jul. The uncanny Scot I 

Lady M. The fit is on him again. 

Rom. Have you not love enough to bear with me ? 

Bflac. Do not presume too much upon my love ; I may do that I shall b^ 
sorry for. 

" Rom. You Aave done that you should be sorry for. There is no terror. 
Cashless, in your threats ; for I am armed so strong in honesty, that they 
pass by me as the idle wind, which I respect not. 

Mac. I did send to you for certain sums of gold, for I can raise no money 
Jjy vile means — ^by heaven, I*d rather coin my heart I I did send to you for 
gold to pay for my lodgings, which you denied me. Was that done like a 
Montague ? Should I have answered Romeo Montague thus ? When C. 
Macbeth grows so covetous, to lock such rascal counters from his friends, 
be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts-^ash him to pieces i ( Threatens 
ROMBO with sword,) 
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0|>h. The croaking raren doth bellow for revene^e. 

Jul. (Jo Romeo.) I would I had thy inches ; this vile Scot shonld knovj 
what it is to brave a Montague. What shall we do with him ?— Bribe him I 

Oph. Drown him ! 

Per. Prosecute him ! 

Lady M. Intimidate him ! 

Rom. Revenge thyself alone on Romeo. There is thy dagger, here my] 
fifth rib ; within, a heart dearer tha\i Plutus' mine, richer than gold. (Eh, 
Juliet?) If thou beest a Scotchman, take it forth ; I, that denied thee gold, 
will give my heart ; strike as thou did*st at Duncan ; for I know when thoi' 
did'st hate him worst, thou loved*st him better than ever thou loved'st 

All. Police I 

Jul. Romeo, Romeo, why is this thus ? 

Lady M. {to Macbeth.) Why, what a foot art thou to brag and stiiii|r| 
and swear ! Thou slave, thou wretch, thou coward, to frighten women ta 
Thou wear a lion*s hide ! Dof! it, for shame, and hang a calfs skin on. 
those recreant limbs. Infirni of purpose — give me the sword I 

Jul. Romeo Montague, you mortify me. W^here is your old-time cour- 
age ? Remember how skillfully you finished off my cousin Tybalt and the 
County Paris, and yet this vicious Scot still walks the earth I Bah ! I'll 
disown you. 

Rom. My untamed Capulet ! 

Lady M. (to Macbeth.) Make your apologies to these ladies and 
gentlemen for this unaccountable conduct. 

Mac (Sings, Air, '' Three Policemen?') 

You'd scarce expect a Scot like me, 

Luddy, fuddy, whack-fa-luddy io ! 
To be polite as I should be, 
My manners may be rather free, 

Luddy, fuddy, whack-fa-luddy io ! 

When on my native heath I stand, 
Luddy, fuddy, whack-fa-luddy ic ! 

My trusty claymore in my hand, 

The vassals bow at my command, 
Luddy, fuddy, whack-fa-luddy io 

If now and then my rage I show, 

Luddy, fuddy, whack-fa-luddy io I 
And thus do fpghten Romeo, 
VouMl all excuse me then, I know. 

I^uddy, fuddy, whack-fa-luddy \o \ 

(JTo Romeo.) Be stingy when thou wilt — it shall have scope. 

Rom. {advancing.) Macbeth, this noble passion, child of integrity, hath 



THE SHAKa:^EARE WATER J&'U RE. 29 



/e 



r.- 



from my soul wiped the black scruples,- reconctfed my thoughts to thy good 
truth and honor. Shake ! ( TAef shake hands akd strike attitude,') 

Oph. I'm growing very hungry ; isn't it almost lunch-time ? What hour 
now ? 

Enter Shy lock and Hamlet, c, in conversation, Hamlet carries 
'. Ophelia's tieib bonnet by the string, 

■ i 

^_ Shy. Three thousand ducats ! 'Tis a mighty sum, and, as I think, too 
r much. 

r Ham. Nay, nay, thou ancient file, the price is low. The whole suit goes 
for that. 

i|» Shy. Yea, but the sword-cut and .the spots of blood should, as I take it, 
carry discount. 

t Ham. Well, more of this anon. ( To Ophelia.) 

(^Sings, Air, ** Arab^s Daughter,'**) 

Behold what is here for Polonius' daughter ! 
^ A bonnet it is from the store of Ma-cy. 

No finer e'er decked out a milliner's counter 
Than this one I^ve purchased, Ophelia, for thee. 

So take it and wear it, the color's becoming, 
You always looked well in the lightest of blue ; 

And truly I think it will make a sensation 
When next you appear on the Fifth Av-enue. 

Oph. O, Ham dear, what a pretty bonnet? {Puts it on,) It's one of 
Macy's best, and just my favorite color, too ! But do not sell it to this 
Jov ! 

Ham. Ophelia, you mistake ; 'twas not of that we spoke ; 'twas of Pq- 
Ici^ius' suit, the which I am inclined to sell, and even yet, methinks, the Jew 
'ipay buy. 

^During the above Portia and Shylock have been conversing apart, Juliet 
notices this, and calls Romeo's attention to it ; both smile thereat, Por- 
tia becomes conscious, and^ after a moments hesitation, i-ushes off^ L. 
Shylock, bewildered^ pauses, and then follows her,) 

' Ham. (knotuingly.) Well, ladies, have you heard the news ? 

All. The news ! What news ? 
» Ham. Why, marry, the engagement. 

Rom. What, an engagement to marry ? 
■'- f|&^* Ay, to be sure. 

iuL But who are the parties i' 
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Ham. Season your admiration for a while. Can you not think ? 

Oph. Not I. 

Jul. Nor I. 

Lady M. Nor I. 

Ham. Dame Rumor hath it that our friend, the Jew, has sought tnt 
hand of royal Portia. 

Jul. Of PortU ! 

Lady M. And did she smile upon his suit ? 

Ham. The caskets favored, and he won her hand. 

Oph. And heart. 

Jul. And fortune. 

Mac. Yes, mark you that, her fortune ! 

Lady M. The pawnbroker is sly 

Rom. As any fox. But courtesy demands that we gire them a dinner ' 
(Juliet nudges him) at Shylocf^s expense. 

Mac Well do it. 

AIL (Sing. Air, *' Wait for the IVagon.") 

Yes, we*ll give them a swell dinner, 

And let Shylock foot the bill ; 
We^ll have fi^ and game in season, 

And of them we'lleat our fill. 

Chorus. 

Then wait for the dinner, wait for the dinner ; 
Then wait for the dinner, and we'll aD be there. 

A week from Monday morning. 

With Portia by his side, 
He*Il hie unto the synagogue, 

And there make her his bride. 

Chorus. 

Then wait for the wedding, wait for the wedding, 
Then wait for the wedding, and we'll all be there. 

Oh ! we'll set them up in housekeeping. 

In flats a la franc ais ; 
Expense is little matter. 

For Portia is good pay. 

Chorus. 

Yes. she has tb^ ducats, she has the ducatt. 
Yes, she has the ducats, and always is good pay. 

Curtain. 
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ACT III. 

Scene— The Dimng^hall. Table, c. , with chairs arranged for dinni^ 
\it\Xo [discovered setting table. Sings. Air, ''Nancy TilL^'l 

In me you see Othello, 

Oft called " de jealous Moor "— 
I have crossed de oriny ocean 

To dis famous Water-Cure. 
My fortune went agin me, 

And I lost my money all. 
So now I pass de viands 

In dis gorgeous dining-halL 

Chorus. 

Othello, de gay and festive nig, 

Who has lo^t his rank and title, 
And yet doesn't care a fii;. 

Othello, de military M'Sor, 
A-waiiing on de table 

At de Shakespeare Water-Cure. 

Desdemona's in de kitchen, 

Whar de dishes she do clean. 
And de daughter of Brabantio 

Do take it rather mean. 
But she's an equal partner 

In de matrimonial firm. 
So I lets her share de profits 

By a-working out her term. 

Chorus. 

Othello, de gay and festive nig. 

Who has lost his rank and title, 
And yet doesn't care a fig. 

Othello, de military Moor, 
A-waiting on de table 

At de Shakespeaie Water-Curer 

!)is climate am funny ; it am geop^raphical. Yesterday 'twas hot as Ecuador ; 
day it*s positively ChUi ! I amved here last week f: 



from Cyprus, by baU 
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kxm, wid Desdeiioisiy packed away in de bottom of my valise to keep her 
from flirting wid de wnite trash on de way Our Mediterranean trip's at an 
end ; I came herp for Desdy's sake. De fact am, dat ever since 1 told her 
dat long story in'd&»t>ack kitchen of her fader's store in Venus (it took three 
nights a week f<)i^ three years and a half to tell), about de swords, de cannons, 
d ^ fights, de wdi6idS, and all de rest of it, her ear became entirely too greedy 
for dat kind of fli^ourse, and, in proportion as it was administered, so de 
ear increased ias^ze until it became elephantine. Hence our sojourn here. 
So perfect is dis /ere Cure, one week has reduced it to a tiny shelL Shake- 
speare — what a cure ! ' 

/Tis true dat we have fallen from our high estate. When we go out, which 
w^ don't do often, 'cause Desdy has an aversion to sheet and pillow-case 
parties, 'tis by de basement door. In short, we are now decidedly domestic 
—servants in dis establishment. 

But to business of state. Dis feast dat I must spread am de wedding-feast 
of de portly Portia and de shy Shylock. *Tis given by dere friends, and I 
overheard de wisest of dem say dat dey would send de bill to Shylock and 
make him foot it. Dis am de place for fowl ; dis am de place for truffles, 
light as air ; here for de codfish ; here for de olives. Aha ! what's dis ? A 
little napkin ? Heavens, it cannot be my handkerchief ; unpleasant recol- 
lections do shoot about me brain. No, Desdy has it in de kitchen. (Arup^ , 
iousfy) Desdy ? I wonder what she's doing ! How can I find out? {Looks 
around) Ah ! here's something dat looks like a gas-meter ; it must be de 
telephone. It is. It looks, too, as if it were connected wid de kitchen. 
(Listens at telephone,- which is made of empy tomato-cans and cords. ) Methinks 
I hear sweet sounds. {Calls through telephone) Hello, Central! — yes — 
connect 4-1 1 with 44. What's dis I hear — music? Hi! i Dance music heard 
in distance. Othello dances breakdown in wild state of excitement ^ stiU 
listening at telephone. Suddenly stps.) I had forgotten Desdy. (Calls ' 
through telephone) Disconnect ; connect wid de kitchen. {Listens again) 
What do I hear ? Desdy's voice — another voice — a man*s voice. ( With rage) 
Flirting ! Ha, ha! I'll drown her angel voice ! (^Catches up sofa-pillow and 
rushes from room, R.) 

Enter couples, R., Lady Macbeth aiu/ Macbeth, Portia fl»^/ Shylock, 
Opheua and Hamlet, Juliet and Romeo, arm-in-arm, Theyarrangi 
themselves around the table. 

Ham. The festive board looks poor enough, I ween. Pray whereas the 
food? Is this a wedding dinner ? 

Rom. Othello tarries. 

Lady M. He hath poor Desdemona by the throat. I hevd bei smod^ 
•red cries for help. 

Mac. Unless he come right soon 1 shall 

Jul. Sh — , Mr.*Macbeth ! Send forth thy discordant voice and 
the slave. 

Mac {roars) Othello ! Othello ! ) Othello ! I i 

Oph. Had he three ears heM hear thee I 
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Lady M. Dinna stand there calling Othello ! Run, laddie, and fetch 
the dinner yersel'. Bring me a haggis. 

Mac. Ay. {Advances to front.) 

Oph. As for me, Hamlet, bring me a sweet-bread and some cambric 
tea. 

Ham. This waiting on ourselves may be all right, yet 'tis, I think, a 
custom more honored in the breach than in the observance. (Advances.) 

Por. For me, if I may choose, brain food 1 should prefer ; bring me 
some fish. 

Shy. Ay. {aside) 'Tis well, for fish comes cheap. 

Jul. Romeo, an' you love me, bring me curry of lamb with pepper 
, sauce. 

Rom. My lamb, lamb you shall have, but pepper sauce none — you*re 
peppery enough already. {Advances to front,) 

(Men form in line affront of stage ) 

fAtiC, (drawing sword,) Attention, company! Eyes front — ^mark time- 
right, left— right, left ! 

{Men mar/: time and sing. Air, * Fatinitta."^ 

Right, left, in royal style. 

For the dinner here wc go. 
Just because we fail to find 

That lazy darky, Othel-lo ' 
How our wives can treat us thus 

We are puzzled much to know ; 
But. like obedient hubs, we 

Mac Right-about face I 

All. Just so I (Men face right J) 

{Men man k )ff r. m singu file. ) 

Oph. But I don't understand — who's engaged to whom t 

Lady M. The late Mr. Bassanio's relict has just been married to Mr. 
Shylock, of Chatham Street. 

Oph. Has the lawyer married the old-clothes man ? Lord, we know 
what we are, but we know not what we may come to. I hope all will be welL 
' I cannof choose but weep. 

Por. Amicus curies — preserve me from my friends ! 

Lady M. You'd much better leave off gabbling that heathen Latin, which 
nobody understands, and take to studying your native tongue. 

Por. Native tongue ! What do you mean ? 

Lady M. Well, your husband's native tongue, then — it's all the same— 
, Hebrew to be sure ; then you might be of some assistance to him in his 
business. 

Jul. Happy thought, Lady lU^ac... — book it, you may never have an« 
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. other . But tell us all about him, Portia. Js he fond of moonlight^ and 

is he going to settle here ? 

Oph. Does he knit 

Jul. Oh ! Ophelia, you'll be the death of me yet. . Does he backstitch? 

Oph. I was going to say, when you interrupted me, Mrs. Montague, 
.does he knit his brows ? I love a man who knits his brows. 

Jul. Well, I'd rather be married to a death's head with a bone in its 
mouth than to Shylock. 

Per. In terms of choice I am too wise to be led by nice direction of a 
woman^s eyes. His ducats and his well-won thrift have gained his cause. 

Lady M. When Shylock is best he is a little worse than a man ; and, 
when he is worst, he is little better than a beast I 

Por. Don't mind me, ladies ; go right on, just as if I were not here. 

Men enter r., and place dishes on table, 
Rom. And now to dinner with what appetite we may ! 

Enter Otiiello, r. 

Oth. (seeing dishes on the table.) Othello's occupation's gone 1 

Ham. You're late, Othello ; why is this> and wherefore so ? Explain 
yourself at once before we further go ! 

Oth. Most potent, grave and reverend seignors, my very noble and 
approved good masters, dat I am late and tardy at dis feast it am most true. 
De table had I laid, and was about to blow de dinner-horn, when Desde* 
mona, flirting wid a passing youth, my best attention did at once demand.. 
But now she s smothered, and will silent be ; and I am here to do as yoa 
command. 

Mac. You're excused. {To guests.) Sit down, sit down, J. say I Stand 
not upon the order of your sitting, but sit at once. 

Lady M. You know your own degrees — sit down ! {Ail sit down.) 

Mac. {Suddenly rises, and, clutching in the air, shrieks wildfy—) Is this 
a dagger which I see before me, the handle toward my hand r Come, let I 
me clutch thee ! (All rise in terror.) 

Mac. (Sees Ghost, aftd exclaims — ) Avaunt ! and quit my sight j Let 
the earth hide thee ! Hence, horrible shadow 1 {Falls in chair and coz/ers 
his eyes. Gradually recovers ) 

Lady M. Sit, worthy friends ; my lord is often thus, and hath been from 
ois youth : the fit is momentary — feed, and regard him not. (All sit dowtu) 

Oph. When are we going to begin this meal r I'm nearly starred* 

{All sing.) 

So say we all of us, ^ 

So say we all of ua. 
So say we aiU 
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So say we all of us. 

So say we all of us, 

So say we all of us. 

So say we all. 

Lady M. The haggis, Mac«! My hunger's great ! (Macbeth uncovers 
dish, showing small fish ) Isn't that a pretty dish to set before a king ? 
(7J? Romeo.) Well, Mr. Montague, what have^^w.^ 

Rom. Chicken. O fair is foul and foul is fair ! 

Jul. Who ordered that up ? 

Rom. I pass. {Hands to Othello.) 

Por. He cuts and passes. 

Oph. Come, Ham, do let me see what you have. Why, it's only beans, 
and you promised me a sweet-bread. 

Ham. 'Twas too expensive. Thrift, thrift, Ophelia! The funeral 
bak-ed beans do coldly furnish forth the marriage tables. 

{Sings,) 

Beans, beans, Boston baked beans, 

Cheap, very wholesome, and fit food for queens. 

Beans, beans, Boston baked beans. 

There's nothing so wholesome as Boston baked beans. 

(Hands dish to Othello, who passes it to Lady Macbeth.) 

Oth. Help yourself. Take a great many — take two. 

Por. Now, my sweet husband, what have you to offer ? (Shylock un- 
covers dish.) Spare rib ! 

Shy. I had g^eat hopes it was my pound of flesh ! 

Rom. Waiter, pour me out some liquor 

All. Liquor ! Bless my soul — heresy ! 

Rom. I was only going to say licorice-water. 

(All sing.) 

O^/— thello, fill the flowing bowl 
Until it doth run over ! 
Othello, fill the flowing bowl 
Until it doth run over ! 

For to-night we'll merry, merry, be. 

For to-night we'll merry, merry, be. 

It's not often we have such a spree- 
To-morrow we'll be sober. 

(Macbeth upsets glass.) 

Lady M. Out, damned spot ! (covering stains with napkins.) 

All. (to Lady Macbeth.) Ah ! we spot thee I Shake not thy gory 
locks at we— thou can'st not say toe did it. 
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Lady M. {scomfuUy,) Nobody said you did do it. 

0th. {refilling MACBETH's^iiijj.) Drink, pretty creatui«», drink ! 

Mac. {rising. ) Give me the cups, and let the kettles to the trumpet speak ; 
the trumpet to the cannoneer without ; the cannons to the heavens ; the 
heavens to earth ! Now the king drinks to Shylock ! 

Rom. Stay, Shylock alone is hardty fair. The toast should be : "the 
happy pair ! '* 

Mac. I accept the amendment. ( IVaves glass to Shylock.) 

Shy. Your royal Highnesses I {All bow, ^\i\Lncvi draws forth a huge 
roll of manuscript^ adjusts his spectacles, and proceeds to read,) I did not 
cume to this great feast prepared to make a speech, or to reply to any 
toast that might be given. Nevertheless, the abundance of this festive 
board, the savory viands, the rich and delicate wines, the gorgeous display 
of gold and silver plate, combine to excite within me such feelings of grate- 
ful joy that I must fain seek to express myself in glowing words. (Aside.) I . 
would not have writ this, or gone without my daily pittance of pork, had I 
surmised the truth. (Aloud.) As great Horatius hath it — Eheu I fuguees 
Postume, Postume 

Ham. (springing to his feet.) Thou liest in thy throat, thou baldy- 
headed Jew I It was Sue-to-ni-us that wrote the verse. 

Shy. Non est juribus disputandum — thou shouldVst not dispute with a 
Jew, thou surly lunatic. (Hamlet bites his thumb at Shylock.) What! 
Dost bite thy thumb ? 

Ham. Ay ! 

Shy. (with anger. ) Dost bite thy thumb at me ? 

Ham. Ay ! ! 

Mac. (rising.) Peace ! noble Dane— let the vile Jew proceed— he hath 
yet words to speak. (Hamlet sits down,) 

Shy. (resumes.) As great Horatius hath it — Eheu! fuguees PoHume^ 
Postume, labuntur anni — which, being interpreted, means, Portia, my 
sweetest darling wife, and I rejoice to see such beauty, and such wit aroimd 
this board. (All nod approvingly.) Where in the great world's history saw 
ere an one a gathering uf so stupendous knowledge ? Where in the hetero> 
logons concatenation of syncategorematic propodentical categories can a 
Macbeth with shaggy locks of purple sunset gore be found? How in 
methodical, schismatic, diverticulating, chasmichromochrological circles can 
an aesthetic Romeo find existence possible ? Where in the universe can we 
discover a hypothetically causative 

Mac. Peace ! peace ! 

Shy. Presumably hypochondriacal, absolutely ferruginous— (^fwi/ «mi- ' 
fusion. All rise and shout, " Peace !") — inferentially deductive Dane of 

affirmatively chromous. {Great confusion. Oihkllo seius paper tmd 

compels Shylock to sit down.) 

Lady M. Thou melancholy Dane, I drink to thee ! Give us a ton^ I 
piay. 

Ham. My Lady Mac. Pm honored much. 
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{Sing's, Air from Pinafore^ 

When I was a lad, in days of yore, 

I used to live at Elsinore, 

A pretty little island in the Baltic sea, 

But much too small for a lad like me. 

They thought me there they would immure. 

But I skedaddled for the Water-Cure. 

My crafty uncle my father killed, 

Into his ear some pizen spilled, 

He married my mother and he stole my crown. 

And so I thought I'd better leave the town. 

I didn't want to stay, you may be sure, 

And so I bought a ticket for the Water-Cure. 

I stabbed Polonius, Laertes too, 

Pizened my mother, and the king ran through ; 

The fact is that I raised a fuss — 

Yes sirree, kicked up a muss. 

And thus, having made my family fewer, « 

I came for treatment to the Water-Cure. 

*Twas there I loved Ophelia fair. 

But they evidently thought we wouldn't pair. 

For I was rich, a trifle lazy, 

And some folks thought that I was crazy. 

But it really wasn't so, 'twas only a lure. 

And now you see us at the Water-Cure. 

(General appiauit.) 

Mac. (rising.) Mrs. Montague, your health ! 

Rom. (to Juliet.) Now, my dear, you must make a speech. 

Oph. Or tell a story. 

Jul. I cannot make a speech, and I was brought up, like George Wash- 
ington, never to tell a story. 

Oph. George Washington ! Who was George Washington ? 

Jul. Why, don't you know? Well, then, I'll tell you. One day 
George's father 

Oph. George who ? 

Jul. George Washington. He was a little boy then. One day his 
father ' 

Oph. Whose father ? 

Jul. George Washington's— this great man we are telling you about* 
One day George's father gave him a little hatchet for a ■ 

Oph. Gave whom ? 
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Jul, George Washington. His— * 

Oph. Who gave him the little hatchet ? 

Jul. His father. And his fathei 

Oph. Whose father ? 

Jul. George Washington's, 

Oph. Oh! 

Jul. Yes, George Washington's. And his father told hfa 

Oph. Told whom? 

Jul. Told George. 

Oph. Oh! yes, Geoi^e. 

Jul. And he was told— **• 

Oph. George told him ? 

Jul. Noy his father told Geoi^e. 

Oph, Oh! 

Jul. Yes, told him he must be careful with hb hatchd-i— — 

Oph. Who must be careful ? 

Jul. George must. 

Oph. Oh! 

Jul. Yes, must be careful with his hatchet 

Oph. What hatchet ? 

Jul. (franticalfy.) Why, Georgis, 

Oph. Oh 1 

Por. {interrupting Oh I let m/ explain it to her. His father told hhni 
must be careful with the hatchet, and not cut himself with it, or drop it 
the cistern, or leave it out all night in the grass. So George went aroni 
cutting everything he could reach with his hatchet ; and at last he came t< 
splendid apple-tree, his father's favorite, and cut it down— 

Oph. Who cut it down ? 

Por. George did. 

Oph. Oh! 

Por. But his father came home, and saw it the first thing, and-— ^ 

Oph. Saw the hatchet ? 

Por. No, saw the apple-tree ; and he said : '* Who has cut down i 
favorite apple-tree ?** 

Oph. What apple-tree ? 

Por. George's father's* And everybody said he didu*t know anjthii 
about it 

Oph. Anything about what? 

Por. The apple-tree. 

Oph. Oht 

Por. And George came up and haard them talking about It—— » 
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Oph. Heard nhom talking abonl it ? 
Por. Heard his fatheiand [he men. 
Oph. Whnt were they talking about 7 
Por. Aboat lliis apple-lree. 
Oph. Whal apple-iree ? 
Por. The favorite tree that George cut down. 
Oph. Geoi^ewho? 
Por. {itt despair.) Gtorgt IVashitiglon I 
Lady M. {rising ami pounding nn the labU in 
^rs and I'll sharpen her wits. — Ueorgi 

Oph. What did he cut it down for? 

Lady M Just to try his little hatchet. 

Oph. Who^e little halchet? 

Lady M Why liis own, the one his father ean Um. 

Oph. Gave whom 

Lady M. Why, Geo^ Washington. 

Oph. Oht 

Lady M. So Geoi^e came up, and said: "Father, I cannot tell a 

Oph. Who couldn't tell a lie ? 

LadyM. Why, George Washington. HeMtd; " Father, I cannot tell 
a lie ; it was" 

Oph. His father couldn't.? 

LadyM. iVa, Geoi^e couldn'i. 

Oph. George ? Oh ! yes. 

Lady M. " It was I cut down your apple-tree, I did " 

Oph. His father did ? 

Lady M. No, «i^— it was Geo^e said this. 

Oph, Said he cut his father? 

LadyM. No, no, no/ Said he cut down his apple-tiee. 

Oph. GeorEc's apple-lree ? 

LadyM. No, his father's. 

Oph. Oh! . 

Lady M. He said : " Father, 1 cannot tell a lie ; I did it with my little 
hatchet. And his father said : ■ ' Nobie boy 1 I would rather lose a Ihon- 
sacd trees than havcyouteila lie." 

Oph. (Jeurge did 

Lady H. (Jlen-t/y.) No, his/a.'A«-said that 

Oph. Said he'd ralher have a thousand trees 7 

Lady M. No, no. no ! Said he'd wlher ha a thou-^and treeit 
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Oph. Said he'd rather George would ? 

Lady M. No, said he*d rather he would than have him lie. 

Oph. Oh I George would rather have his father lie ! 

(Lady Macbeth sinks exhausted into chair, 

Jul. Ophelia, I don't believe you remember one word we have told 3 

Oph. (in an injured tone,) Yes, I do. You told me there was a 
who had a father named George ; and he told him to cut down an ap; 
tree, and he said he'd rather tell a thousand lies than cut down one ap; 
tree. (Ova, looks around triumphantly ; the others groan.') 

Lady M. (rising,) Hold! WeVe dined and drunk a health to Shyl 
and ]iis bride ; we have heard about George Washington {flU groan aga 
and now I deem it fit we end this evening's entertainment with a aai 
Othello, fetch thine ancient harp ! 

Othello Exits, attd returns with banjo. Plays banjo in background. 
Othirs perform a square dance ^ and sing. Air, '* Redf fVAttej and Blue, 

Now, if with the great William Shakespeare 

Some liberties few we have ta'en. 
It has only been done for amusement — 

Our respect for the bard is the same. 
May the laurels of Shakespeare ne'er wither. 

May his writings forever endure, 
If the wish of the patients assembled 

To-night at his own Water-Cure 1 

Chorus. 

Give a cheer for great Shakes' Water-Cure ! 
Give a cheer for great Shakes' Water-Curc I 
May the laurels of Shakespeare ne'er wither. 
Say the guests at his own Water-Cure ! 

Bat Romeo and Juliet and Othello, 

Macbeth and his lady, of Dunblane, 
Rich Portia and Shylock the crafty, 

Ophelia and Hamlet the Dane, 
Will no longer now weary their hearers. 

Who are thinking 'tis time they should go. 
So, with thanks for your kindly attention, 

We will make you our best parting bow 1 

Chorus. 

We will make you our best parting bowl 
We will make you our best parting bow I 
So, with thanks for your kindly attention. 
We will make you our best parting bow ! 

Curtain. 



H. THEYRE SMITH'S PLAYS. 

Price, 15 Cents Each. 

A CASE FOR EVICTION. One male and two female characters— light comedian, 
lady comedian and servant. Interior kcene ; modern costumes ; time of playine, 
thirty minutes. This breezy little play is so trUe to life that everybody enjo> s it 
andf as a matter of course, it is always highly successful. A young husband and 
wife have a visitor who makes them twice elad— glad when he conies and doubly 
glad when he goes. The difficulties that the young couple experience in getting 
rid of their jguest, without hurting his feelings, are laughable in the extreme. 
The guest, by the way, is heard but not *^^«— which fact gives rise to much 
comic il business. No scenery whatever is required; and as every-day co<tumes 
are worn, the piece can be produced successfully without the slightest trouble. 

CUT OFF WITH A SHILLING. Two male and one female characters^ 
juvenile man, old man and lady comedian. Scene, a sitting-room ; modem coS' 
tumes ; time of playing, forty -five minutes. An exceedingly popularplay, offering 
unusual opportunities -lor good acting.' A young man who has married without 
his uncled consent is cut c ff with a shilling. But the uncle meets his nephew's 
wife— not knowing who she is — and is so captivated bv her wit, grace and beauty 
that, on learning who she is, he changes his mind, reinstates his nephew and 
allows the latter to return the shilling. The dialogue is witty, the action rapid, 
and the situations effective. 

A HAPPY PAIR. One malr, one female character — both light comedy. Scene, a 
nicely furnished room ; motlern costumes ; time of playing, forty-five minutes. A 
brisk little play, full of action and giving numerous opportunities for clever work. 
While entirely free from all "low-comedy" business, it contains enough humor 
to be highly diverting. The quarrels of ttie " happy pair," and their final recon- 
ciliation can not fail to plecse, and the play is sure to give entire satisfaction 
either in the parlor or as a *' curtain raiser " or afterpiece. 

MY LORD IN LIVERY. Four male and three female characters— light comedian, 
low comedian, old man, utility, lady comedian and two walking ladies. Parlor 
scene; modern costumes ; time of playing, fifty minutes. An unusually bright 
piece brimming over with wit and humor. The three young ladies who permit a 
comic servant to meet them on terms of equality under the belief that he is a 
nobleman masquerading like themselves — the happy-go-lucky young nobleman 
who is mistaken for a burslar — the comical old butler — all have a vast deal of 
lauffhable by-play and business. This play wis a pronounced success in New 
York, and has been presented to crowded nouses in all the principal cities of this 
country. The ease with which it may be staged, and the invariaole success which 
attends it, make My Lord in Livery peculiarly adapted to the use of amateurs. 

UNCLE'S WILL. Two male and one female characters — juvenile lead, old man 
and lady comedian. Scene, a sitting-room ; costumes, niodei'n ; time of playing, 
thirty minutes.^ This brilliant little play is a prime favorite in both Europe and 
America, and is admirably adapted to the use of amateurs. The wit flashes 
like a diamond, and the dauity bits of humor scattered here and there keep up a 
constant ripple of pleased excitement. Each character is a star part.^ The da>h« 
ing young naval officer, the comical old man — in which Mr. Davidge made a 
pronounced hit at the Fifth Avenue Theatre, New York— and the bright and 
spirited young lady, all are first class and worthy of the best talent in any dramatic 
club. 

WHICH IS WHICH. Three male, three female characters— juvenile man, old 
man, utility, two juvenile ladies and old woman. Scene, a studio; costumes; 
modern; time of^plaving, fifty minutes. Excellent and much patronized by 
amateurs. The amusing perplexities of the poor artist, who can'not tell which of 
his visitors is the heiress and which h^-r penniless friend — who mistakes one for 
the other — who makes love- to the rich girl, supposing that she is poor, and deter- 
mines to marry her in spite of her supposed poverty — and who finally discovers 
that he has proposed to the heiress after all — combine to make this a delightful 

play. . 
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9/ the annexed prices. As there are several editions 0/ these plays offered for sale^ 
goody bad and indifferent y purchasers will consult their own interests^ when oreUr^ 
•V» ^y 'P*<^i/yi^S ^ oorb ach 's edition. 
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SAVED FROM THE WRECK. 

A DRAMA IN THREE ACTS, BY THOMAS K. SERRANO. 

PRICE, 15 CENTS. 

Eight 'male, three female characters : Leading comedy, juvenile man, j^enteel 
villain, rough villaifi, li|(ht comedy, escaped convict,^ detective, utility, juvenile 
lady, leading comedy lady and old woman. Two interior and one landbcape scenes. 
Modern costumes. Time of playing, two hours and a half. ^ The scene of the action 
is laid on ihe New Jersey coast. The plot is of absorbing interest, the ** business" 
e^ffeCtive,. and the ingenious contrasts of comic and serious situations present a cnn. 
tinuous series of surprises for the spectators, whose interest is increasingly maintained 
up to the final tableau. 

SYNOPSIS OF INCIDENTS. 

Act I. Thb Homb op thb Light-housb Keeper. — An autumn afternoon. — 
The insult. — True to herself. — A fearless heart. —The unyrelcome guest.— Onlv ai 
foundling. — An abuse of confidence. — The new partner. — The compact. — I'lie oead 
brought to life. — Saved from the wreck. — Le^al advice. — Married for money.— A 
po'den chance. — The intercepted letter. — A vision of wealth. — The forgerj-. — W itlun 
an inch of his life. — The rescue, — Tableau. 

Act II. Scene as before ; time, night. — Dark clouds gathering. — Changing 
the.iackets. — Father and son. — On duty. — A struggle for fortune. — Loved for himself. 
•— ^he divi Jed greenbacks.— The agreement.— An unhappy life. — The detective^s mis- 
take. — Arrested. — Mistaken identity. — The likeness again. — On the ri^ht track — The 
Accident. — '* Will she be saved ? " — Latour^s bravery. — A noble sacrifice. — The secret 
meeting.— Another case of mistaken. identity. — ^The murder. — " Who did it ? " — The 
torn cuff. — "There htands the murderer!" — '* 'Tis false ! "—The wrong man mur- 
dered. — Who was the victim ?— Tableau. 

Act III. Two Days Later. — Plot and counterplot.— Gentleman and convict. — 
The. price of her life. — Some new documents. — The divided banknotes. — Sunshine 
through |he clouds. — Prepared for a watery grave — Deadly peril. — Father and daugh- 
ter. — The rising tide. — A life for a signature. — True unto death. — Saved.<»The mys- 
tery solved.— Denouement.— Tableau. " 

BETWEEN TWO FIRES. 

A COMEDY-DRAMA IN THREE ACTS, BY THOMAS K. SERRANO, 

PRICE, 15 CENTS. 

Eight male, three female, and utility characters: Leading juvenile man, first and 
second walkuig gemleman, two light comrdians (lawyer and foreign adventurer), 
Dutch and Irish character comedians, villain, soldiers; leading juvenile lady, walk- 
ing lady and comedienne. 1 hree interior scenes ; modern and military costumes. 
Time of playing, two hours and a half. Apart from unusual interest of plot and skill 
of construction, the play affords an opportunity of representing the progress of a 
real battle in the distance (though this is not necessary to the action). The comedy 
business is delicious, if well worked up, and a startling phase of the slavery question 
is sprung upon the audience in the last act. 

SYNOPSIS OF INCIDENTS. 

Act I. At Fort Lee, on the Hudson. — News from the war.— The -meetinf^. 
— The culoners strange romance.— Departing for the war.— The intrusted packet.— An 
honest man. — A last request.— Bitter hatred. — The dawn of love. — A northerner** 
sympathy for the South. — Is he a traitor ? — Held in trust.— La Creole mine for sale. — 
Financiul agents. — A brother's wrong.— An order to cross the enemy's lines. — For* 
tune's fool. — Love's penalty. — Man's independence. — Strange disclo:>ures. — A sha- 
dowed life. — Beegarea in pocket, and^ bankrupt in love. — His last chance. — ^The re- 
fusal. — Turned from home. — Alone, without a nnme — Off to the war. — Tableau. 

Act II. Os the Battlefield. — An Irishman's philosophy. — Unconscious of 
danger.— Spifs in (he camp. — The insult. — Risen from the ranks. — The colonel's prej- 
udice. — Letters from hone. — The plot to ruin. — A token of love. — True to hitn. — 
The plotters at work. — Breaking the seals. — The meeting of husband and wife. — A 
forlorn hope. — Doomed as a spy. — A struggle for lost honor. — A soldier's death.-^ 
Tableau. 

Act III. Before Richmond. — The home of Mrs. De Mori. — The two docu« 
ments. — A little im>iinderstandincr. — A deserted wife. — The truth revealed. — Brought 
to light. — Mothrr and child. — Rowcna's sacrifice. — The American Eagle spreads hi* 
wings. — The spider's web.— True to himself. — The reconciliation. — A long divided 
home reunited.- The close of the war. — Tableau. 

Copiti mailedy postpaid^ to any address^ on receipt of the annexed prices. 



UNCLE TOM'S CABIN (NEW VERSION.) 

A MELODRAMA IN FIVE ACTS, BY CHAS. TOWHSEND. 

PRICE, 15 CENTS. 

Seven male, five female characters (some of the chancten play tw» parts). 
Time of plaving, 9}^ hours. 'I'his \% a new acting editiup of a prime old favorite. 
so siimplined iu the stagc^etting as to be easily repiesented by dramatic clnbs ana 
travelling companies wiih limited scenery. Unclb Tom*s Cabin is a play that never 
grows old ; being pure and faultless, it commands the praise of the pulpit and sup- 
port of the press, while it enlists the favor of all Christians and beads of families. 1 1 
will draw hundreds where other plays draw dozens, and therefore ia sure to fill any hai • 

Synopsis or Imcidbnts : Act I.— ^cnsr /.->The Shelby plantation in Kentttdcy.— 
George and Eliza.— The curse of Slavery.— The resolVt. — Off for Ca n a d a. — ^** I won't 
be taken — IMl die first.'* — Shelby and Haley.— Uncle Tom and Harry roust be sold.-» 
The poor oother. — ^Sell my boy 1"— The faithful slave. Scene II, — Gumption 
Cute.— >** By Gum i ^ — Marks, the lawyer.— A m ad Yankee.— George in disguise. — ^A 
friend in need. — The human bloodhounds. — The escape.— ** Hooray fer old Var* 
mount ! '' 

Act II.— St. Clare*s elegant home.— The fretful wife^— The arrival.- Little Eva.— 
Aunt Ophelia and Tonsy._**0, Go:!vl I'se so wicked P*— St. Clare's opinion.— 
** Benighted innocence.^' — The stolen cloves.— Topsyin her glory. 

Act hi.— The angel child.— Tom and St. Clafe.— Topsy*s mischief.— Eva^s re- 
quest. — The promise. — pathetic scene.- Deathof Eva.— St. Clare's grief. — " For thou 
art gone forever." 

Act IV.— The lonely house.— Tom and St. Clare.— Topsy's keepsake.— Deacon 
Perry and Aunt Ophelia. — Cute on deck.— A distant relative. — The hungry visitor. — 
Chuck full of emptiness."— Cute and the Deacon,— A row. — A fisht. — Topsy to the 
rescue. — St. Clare wounded.— Death of St. Clare.— **£va— Eva— lam commg** 

Act V. — Leeree's plantation on the Red River.— Home again. — Unde Tom's 

noble heart.— ^* My soul ain't yours, Mas'r." — Legree*scruel work. — Legrce andCaasy. 

—The white slave.— A frightened brute. — Legree's fear. — A life of »m.— Maries and 

' Cute.— Anew scheme.^The<1readfui whipping of Uncle Tom.— Legree punished at 

last.— I>eath of Uncle Tom. — ^Eva in Heaven. 

THE WOVEN WEB. 

A DRAMA IN' FOUR ACTS, BY CHAS. TOWNSEND. 

PRICE, J5 CENTS. 

Seven male, three female character, viz. : leading and second juvenile men, so- 
ciety villain, walking gentleman, eccentric comedian, old man, low comedian, leading 
juvenile lady, soubrette and old woman. Time of playing, a% hours. The Wovkn Wsb 
IS a flawless drama, pure in thought and actioi^wiiii excellent characi-ers, and pre> 
senting no difficulties in costumes or scenery. The story is captivating, with a plot 
of the most intense and tinfls^ging interest, rising to a natural climax of wonderful 
power. The wit is bright andsparkling, the action terse, sharp and rapid. In touch- 
ing the great chord of human sympathy, the author has expended that rare skill 
which has given life to every great play known to the stage. This play has boea 
produced under the author's management with marked success, and will prove 
an unquestionable attraction wherever presented. 

Synopsis or Incidents: Act I.->Parkhurst & Manning's law office. New Toik. 
—Tim's opinion. — The young lawyer.—*' Maiah Billy Tpby, sah ! "—Love and law. 
— Bright prospects.— Bertha's misfortune. — A false friend. — The will destroyed.— A 
cunning plot.- Weaving the web. — The unseen witness. — The * letter.— Acctised.— 
Dishonored. 

Act II.— Winter quarters. — Colonel Hastings and Sergeant Tim.— Moses.— A 
message. — Tim on his dignity. — The arrival. — Playing soldier. — The secret. — The 
promise. — Harry in danger — Love and duty. — The promise kept. — ''Saved, at the 
loss of my own honor ! " 

Act III.— Drawing-room at Falconer's.— Reading the news.—" Applv to Judy ! " 
— Louise's romance.— Important news.— Bertha's fears. — Leamington s arrival.- 
Drawing the web. — ThrcateneH. — Plotting. — Harry and Bertha. — A fiendish lie. — Face 

• to face.—" Do you know him ? "—Denounced.—" Your life shall be the penalty 1"— 
Startling tableau. 

Act IV. — At Uncle Toby's. — A wonderful climate.— An impudent rascal.— A bit 

• of history.— Woman's wit. — Toby Indignant. — A quarrel. — Uncle Toby's evidence. — 
Leamington's last trump.— Good news.— Checkmated.— The telq;ram.— Breakiac 
the web.— Sunshine at last. 

Copies mailed^ postpaid^ to any address, on receipt 0/ the mmuxed prieetm 



NEW PLAYS. 



PRICE, X5 CENTS EACH. 

MURDER >yiLL OUT. A farce in one act, for six female characters, by I. M. 
Klwyn. Time of playing, 30 minutes. A breezy and effective farce, in whid 
half a dozen bright girls can delight an audience wi.h half an hour of innocent 
(un. Grandmother Stiles^ and her demure but frolicsome graud-Hdauglittr. are 
cxc^ Uent characters ; Dinah^ the colored cook, is amusing, and Bridget (/J'iakerlj 
i . a funny I:is!i girl — her quarrels with Dinah be^ng rxccedmgly lauehatlc. '1 r.e 
attempts cfjC^-wrt and her merry friends, May and Minnie^ to hood wink the old 
1 ijy, and tlicir final .exposure, ^%ili keep ihc audience in a roar of laughter. 

OLD CRONIES. A comedietta in one act, for two male characters, by S. Theyri 
Smith. Time of playing, 30 minutes. This is an unusually britrht an I cJcver 
little plav, in which a couple of comedians can fumi>h a half-hour cf pure, 
unrestricted fun. Dr. Jacks^ t'le mild-mannered old genJemnn, is in happf 
contra'-^t with Capt, Pigeon^ a bluff, gruff* and noisy old sea oiBccr. lioih are 

' excruciatingly funny, and their sorrowful attempt to write a joint-stock love 
letter is one of the richest bits of humor ever presented. Old Cronies wi:l prove 
a most acceptable afterpiece, and, if at all well done, can not fail to send the 
audience home in good humor. 

APRIL FOOLS. A farce in one act, for three male characters, by W. F. Chan 
MAN. Time of playing, 30 minutes. For a half-hour of roaring fun this farce \\zs 
few equals. It is brisk, bright, and full of highly humorous situations. The 
characters are exceedingly well drawn — the nervous Mr, Dunnbr<rwne formiug a 
marked contrast to tlie loud James Smithy and boh differing widely from the 
sad and sorrowful Joseph Smith, Each imagines that the others a:e fooli&h, 
crazy or drunk.^ There are laughable blunders and side-splitting ccmplicaiiom. 
Misunderstandings follow one another in rapid succession, aud the mystery grows 
deeper and still deeper. Finally, when everybody gets into a hopeless tangle, it 
is discovered that all three are v'wtims cf a practical jcker, who has made them 
"April Fools." 

MISS MADCAP. A comedietta in one act, by Charles Townsbnd, for two male 
and one female characters. Time of playing, 30 minutes. This bright and 
breezy little play sparkles like champagne, and is just the thing for a curtain- 
raiser or an afterpiece. The story is well told, and the characters are well drawn. 
The youth who pretends to be a "^ tough,'* the young man who pretends to be a 
**dudc," and the young lady who pretends to be a ** tomboy." all give scope for 
excellent acting. The piece has been played with pronouncea succe&s under the 
author's manneemei.t. 

THE DARKEY WOOD DEALER. A farce in one act, by Charles Townskmd, 
for two male and one female characters. Time of playing, so minutes. A 
ro -ring farce in this author's happiest vein, totally unlike the ordinary ** Ethi- 
opian plays. Each character IS first-class. The "wood-dealer,** beyond doubt, 
is one of the best negro parts on the stage. The Deacon is a highly-amusing 
old man, and Mrs. Deacon (ihis p* .t may be played by a young man), a tremen- 
dous hit as a ** strong-minded " fem£..e. 'I his farce is certain to Keep an audience 
in a xoar, and has proved a sure hit as played under the author's management. 

AN OLD PLANTATION NIGHT. 

PRICE, 25 CENTS. 

A musical and dramatic entertainment for four male and four female characters, 
forming a double quartet. This is not a ne;;ro minstrel show, contains no boisterout 
jokes nor conundrums, and is without a vestige of "Tambo" or "Bones," or the 
conventional stage darkey. It is a simple but vivid representation of life ^inde 
qumers," embellished with song and sto-y illustrating some of the qtaint super* 
stitions and frolicsome merry-makings of the mellow-voiced race. Thoroughly 
bright throughout, the text is uncommonly well written, and the succession of inci> 
di-nts skilfully contriv d, while its transitions from grave to gay can be made wonder- 
fully effective by intelligent actors. The scene, a simple interior, can be arranged < n 
any platform without set tcenery ; some old garments and a little discarded finery 
will suffice for the costumes ; the ** properties are few and simple, and the music w 
withm the c ipacity of fairly good voices, such as any ordinary church choir contains. 
Wholly novel in conception, and singularly clever in arrnngement. An Old Planta- 
tion Night will prove highly acceptable to audiences of ail kinds in church, school, 
lyceum, or parlor. 

SvNopsis: Uncle 'Rastus and Thomas Jefferson. — " Befo' de Wah." — ** Swing 
Low, Sweet Chariot." — An influx cf visitors. — Aunt' Marthy's Story of the little 
possum. — The rabbit cross. — Limber Jim. — The Sunflower Song. — I'he st^f lishness of 
some folks.— The little white g-^at on the mountain — "The (iospel Train." — Polly 
and the screech-owl. — A husking bee. — The Corn Song. — Little Aaron's battlements. 
— OldDan Tucker. 

\ig Copies of the above will be mailed^ post-paid ^ to any address^ 9m rec€^ 
0/ the specified prices.„^i 

HAROLD ROORBACH, Publisher, 9 Murray St., New York. 



BY FORCE OF . IMPULSE. , 

J^ Drania in KivEi Acts, by H. V. Voo*r. 



Price^ 15 Cents* 



Nine male, three female characters, vrs..* Leading and Second Juvenile ^len, 
Old Man, Genteel Villain, Walking Gentleman, First and Second Light. Comedians, 
Heavy Character, Low Comedian, Leading and Second Juvenile Ladies and Comi 
Old Maid. Time of playing. Two hours and a half. 

SYNOPSIS OF EVENTS. 



Act I. LovK vs. Impulse. — D oiler- 
dutch's office. — A fruitless journey, a 
heap of accumulated business and a 
chapter of unpax^Ueled impudence.— 
News from the front — A poor girl's 
ti*ouble and a lawyer's big heart.— Hil- 
da's sad story.—" I *11 see this thing 
through if it costs me a fortune ! " — A 
fiudden departure in search of a clue — 
The meetmg of friends. — One of nature's 
noblemen.— Maitland betrays his secret 
by a slip of the tongue. — ^The ball at 
Beachwood. — Two s poo nevs, fresh from 
colIe{>:e,lo8e their heads and their hearts. 
— "Squashed, by Jupiter! ' — Trusting 
innocence and potished villainy. — ^I'he 
interrupted tryst. — An honest man's 
avowal. — A picture of charming simpli- 
city. — Murdell and Hilda meet face to 
face. — "I dare you to make another 
victim !** — ^A scoiindrel's discomfiture. — 
Tableau. 

Act IL The Separation. — ^The Mait- 
land homestead. — Anastasia's doubts. — 
A warm welcome and its icy reception. 
— Foreljodings and doubts. — ^Father and 
son. — Searching questions.— A domestic 
storm and a parent's command. — A 
foiled villain's wrath. — Enlisting for the 
war. — ^The collapse of the cowards. — 
•• It *» no use, *Dolphy, the jig 's up !" — 
Hilda's sympathy and Adrienne's silent 
despair. — The result of impulse^ — ^The 
father pleads for his son.— Anastasia 
and Doflerclutch. — Cori<)lanus comes to 
grief. — Good and bad news. — Husband 
and wife. — Reginald demands an ex- 

?ilanation. — A nand without a heart. — 
'he separation. — A new recruit. — ^Too 
late ; tlie roll is signed. — Tableau. 

Act ni. Duiv vs. Impulse.— Four 
vears later. — A camp in the army. — 
Longings. — " Only six miles from 
home I" -The skeleton in the closet. — 
A father's yearning for his child. — A 
woman-hater in love. — Dollerclutch's 
dream. — A picture of camp life and fun. 
— Coriolanus has his revenge. — News 
from home. — Dollerclutch makes a big 
find. "Eureka! "—Proofs of Hilda's 
parentage and marriage. — A happy old 



lawyer.—" I *ll take them to Hilda ! '*— 
Detailed for duty. — A soldier's tempta- 
tion. — ^The sentinel deserts his pvbt.7— 
The snake in the grass. — "At last, I can 
humble his pride 1 " ■ > •;■ 

Act IV. The Reconciliation, and 
Sequel.— At Reginald's honie.-^News 
from the army. — " Grant is -not the man 
to acknowledge defeat!" — Adrienneand 
Hilda. — False pride is broken. — ^l*he re- 
conciliation. — " Will Reginald forgive 
me?" — Dollerclutch brings joy to Hil- 
da's heart. — " You are the daughter of 
Morris Maitland !•'— Thtt stolen docu- 
ments and the snake in the grass.— ^ 
"Hanr* me if I don't see this thing 
through 1" — ^A letter to the absent one.— 
Face to face. — The barrier of pride 
swept down. — "Reginald, I love youj 
come back!"— The happy reunion.— An 
ominous cloud. — " I have deserted my 
post ; the penalty is death. I must re- 
turn ere my absence is discovered I"— 
The wolf in the sheepfold. — ^A wily 
tempter foiled. — A villain's rage. — 
"Those words have sealed your doom I" 
— The murder and the escape. — 
Dollerclutch arrives too late. — The pur- 
suit. 

Act V. Divine Impulse. — In camp. — 
Maitland on duty. — The charge of de- 
sertion and the examination. — " I knew 
not what! did !"— The colonel's lenity.— 
Disgrace. — News of Adri»*nne's murder 
is brought to camp. — Circumstantial 
evidence fastens the murder tipon Reg- 
inald. —The court-martial. — Convicted 
and sentenced to be shot. — Preparations 
tor the execution. — ' God knows 1 am 
innocent! " — Dollerclutch arrives in the 
nick of time. — "If you shoot that man 
you commit murder!" — The beginning 
of the end. — "Adnenne lives!" — A vil- 
lain's terror. — Adrirnue appears on the 
scene. — "There is the attempted assas- 
sin !" — Divine iin]>ulse. — The reward of 
innocence and the punishment of vil- 
lainy. — Good news. — " Hurrah, the war 
is over; Lee has surrendered to Grant !" 
— The happy deftouemetit and^naie.r~ 

TABLBAtJ. 



• Cf^ies maiUd, post-paid, to any address <m rrceipt o/the advertised price. 

HAROLD ROORBACH, Publislnier, 

9 MURRAY »X«, T^ie.V« 



THE JAPANESE WEDDING. 



PRICE, 25 CENTS. 



A costume pantomime representation of the Wedding Ceremony 
in Japanese high life. The company consists of the bride and 
groom, their parents, six bridesmaids, and the officiating personage 
appropriately called the '* Go-between/' There are various formali- 
ties, including salaams, tea-drinking, eating rice-cakes and giving 
presents. No words are spoken. The ceremony (which occupies 
about 50 minutes), with the " tea-room," fills out an evening well, 
though music and other attractions may be added. 

The New Bedford (Mass.) Evening Standard says : 

*' All Right. — Mr. O'Hara. a native of Japan, at present residing in 
tfiis city, was present last evening at the Allen Street Church and witnessed a 
rehearsal of the Japanese wedding ceremony, and pronounces all the move- 
ments correct and according to the usages of that country." 

The following statements show, to some extent, how it has been 
appreciated : 
Worcester, Mass. *• The weddhig was a great success." , 
Lowell, Mass. " Everybody was highly delighted." 
Upton, Mass. " Makes a very satisfactory entertainment." 
Hinsdale, N. H. ** It was pronounced beautiful." 

Thompsonville, Conn. ' ' Very successful indeed. More than pleased 
with the wedding." 

Fall River, Mass. " We took $52.30 at the door at 10 cents admissicHi. 
Everybody was pleased with the wedding." 

Franklin, Mass. " The Jap. wedding gave unanimous satisfaction. Avery 
pleasing, novel, instructive entertainment." 

Farmington, N. H. "A good evening, a good audience, and a good 
time." 

Lawrence, Mass. "All seemed much pleased to find how the ceremony 
was performed in other countries." 

Dover, N. H. " A great success. Net profits, $75.00." 

Fergus Falls, Minnesota.- and Pelican Rapids. Minnesota. " The enter- 
tainment in both places was a perfect success, and was much liked." 

Damariscotta, Me. " We enjoyed the wedding very much." 

Newton, Mass. " Such a novel and elegant entertainment was never given 
here before." 

West Medford, Mass. " The affair was a triumphant success in every par- 
ticular, and we feel highly gratified." 

Lynn, Mass. " A success, everybody expressing much delight with the 
wedding, which passed off in good shape." 



S«nt by mail, postpaid, to any address, on receipt of the price. 



«fe. 



4i 



Evenings with Dickens/' 



ipkn Evening with Copperfield. Price, 25 cents. 

*■' A Literary and Dramatic Dickens Entertainment. — Introduces Mrs. 

Copperfield, Davie, the Peggotys, the Murdstones, Mrs. Gumraidge, 
^- Little Em'ly, Barkis. Betsey Trotwood, Mr. Dick and his kite, Steerforth, 
\■^ the Creakles, Traddles, Rosa Dar tie, Miss Mowcher, Uriah Heep and 

his Mother, the Micawbers, Dora and Gyp, and the wooden-legged 
?^ Gatekeeper. 

jLn Evening with Pickwick. Price, 25 cents. 

A Literary and Dramatic Dickens Entertainment. — Introduces the Pick- 
^ wick CluD, the Wardles of Dingley Dell, the Fat Boy, Alfred Jingle, 

Mrs. Leo Hunter, Lord Mutanhed and Count Smorltork, Arabella Allen 

and Bob Ailen, Bob Sawyer, Mrs. and Master Bardell, Mrs. Clupptfis, 
1' ' Mrs. Weller, Stiggins, Tony Weller, Sam Weller, and the Lady 

Traveller. 
. > 

These new entertainments consist of Impersonations where each character, 
being introduced to the audience, has something characteristic to offer ; 
id Pantomimes and Readings, in which some person selected for the purpose 
tt%ads aloud certain passages from Dickens while the story is silently acted out 
^[^ the performers on the platform. Interspersed are various tableaux, songs, 
^tc, which can be added to or omitted, as may be desired. Nothing will prove 
SBibre acceptable than these " Evenings " to those who are in search of "some- 
"ttiing new" and easily prepared for public or private exhibitions in churches, 
adiools, literary and social clubs, summer resorts, or the home circle. 

They are a real novelty in entertainments — there's nothing else like them. 
A They are highly dramatic, but not at all theatrical. 
They can each be represented in whole or in part (single scenes may be 
^OfpAy as each scene is complete in itself), or selections can be made from both 
ioT a single entertainment. 

They require but little memorizing on the part of the performers, and do 
not demand experienced actors or musicians — a good reader of Dickens being 
the only essential thing. 

'They are easily arranged, without trouble, expense, or elaborate prepara- 
tion ; a stage (or platform) with the most limited accessories will answer, no 
scenery being required, while the "properties" can be found almost any- 
where. They were originally produced by the author in a small district 
sdiool-house. 

They afford wide scope for really effective acting, and offer the opportunity 
for. introducing impromptu *' gags " and taking off local characters. 

They will prove highly diverting to audiences of all classes, whether 
familiar with Dickens or not. 

They will be sent by mail,- postpaid, to any address, on receipt of the 
annexed prices. 



ROORBAGH'S AMERICAN EDITION.— Gontinned. 

35. MURDER WILL OUT. A farce ia one act. Six female characters. .Time, 
thirty minutes. 

96. APRIL POOLS. A farce in one act Three male characters. Time, thirty 
minutes. 

27. OLD CRONIES. A comedietta in one act. Two male characters. Time, 
thirty minutes. 

a8. CUT OFF WITH A SHILLING. A comedietu in one act. Two male, one 
female characters. Time, forty-five minutes. 

29. A CASE FOR EVICTION. A comedietta in one act. One male, two female 
characters. Time, thirty minutes. 

30. A HAPPY PAIR. A comedietta in one act. One male, one female characters. 
Time, forty-five minutes. 

31. UNCLE'S WILL. A comedietta in one act. Two male, one female charao- 
ters. Time, thirty minutes. 

33. POPPING THE QUESTION. A farce in one act. Two male, four female 
characters. Time, forty minutes. 

33. THAT RASCAL PAT. A farce in one act. Three male, two female charac- 
ters. Time, thirty minutes. 

34. SOLON SHINGLE. A comedy in two acts. Seven male, two female charac* 
ters. ' Time, one hour and a half. 

35. NOT SUCH A FOOL AS HE LOOKS. A comedy in three acts. Fiya 
male, four female characters. Time, two hours and a half. 

36. OUR BOYS. A comedy in three acts. Six male, four female characters. Time, 
two hours. 

87. CASTE. A comedy in three acts. Five male, three female characters. Time, 
two hours and half. 

38. HOME. A comedy in three acts. Four male, three female characters, Time« 
two hours. 

39. MEG'S DIVERSION. A drama in two acts. Five male, three female charac- 
ters. Time, one hour and three quarters. 

40. MIRIAM'S CRIME. A drama in three acts. Five male, three female charac- 
ters. Time, two hours. 

41. BY FORCE OP IMPULSE. A drama in three acts. Nine male, three female 
characters. Time, two hours and a half. 

4a. BETWEEN TWO FIRES. A comedy-drama in three acts. Eight male, 
three female characters. Time, two hours and a half. 

43. SAVED FROM THE WRECK. A drama in three acts. Eight male, three 
female characters. Time, two hours and a half. 

44. A LESSON IN ELEGANCE. A comedietu in one act. Four female charac- 
ters. Time, thirty minutes. 

45. WANTED, A CONFIDENTIAL CLERK. A farce in one act. Sis 
male characters. Time, thirty minutes. 

46. THE TRIPLE WEDDING. ' A drama in three acts. Four male, four female 
characters. Time, one hour and a quarter. 

47. SECOND SIGHT: OR, YOUR FORTUNE FOR A DOLLAR. A farce 
in one act. Four male, one female characters. Time, one hour. 

48. UNDER A CLOUD. A comedy-drama in two acts. Five male, two female 
characters. Time, one hour and a half. 

40. STRIFE. A comedy-drami in four acts. Nine male, four female characters. 
Time, two hours and a quarter. 

50. TRIED AND TRUE. A drama in three acts. Eight male, three female charw 
ters. Time, two hours and a quarter. 

5Z. CRAWFORD'S CLAIM. A drama in prologue and three acts. Nine male, 
three female characters. Time, two hours and a quarter. 

53. TEN NIGHTS IN A BAR ROOM. New Copyright Version. A drama 
in five acts. Seven male, four female characters. Time, two liuurs. 

t3P'* A ny o/the above will be sent by mail^ post-paid^ to any address^ on receipt 
cf the price^ 

HAROLD ROORBACH, Publisher, 9 Murray St.. New York. 
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